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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
EARL of SURREY. 
My LOR D, 

| MBITIOUS to lay hold on any plauſi- 
ble opportunity of expreſſing thoſe Sen- 
timents of Veneration and Refpe& for 
your Lordſhip's Character, which I feel in com- 
mon with every Native of Cumberland, and at the 
ſame Time anxious to ſend theſe my little Labours 
into the World under every Advantage, —I beg 


Leave, with all due Deference and Submiſſion, to 
inſcribe them to your Lordſhip, - » « - | 


The Miſcellany has been the Produ of thoſe 
Hours, which were ſtolen from a Life checquered 


1 and embaraſſed with various Engagements. The 


Compoſitions, which it contains, have afforded me 
- Z Amuſement and Relief, when oppreſſed with Care, 
4 2 and fatigued with Labour; and ſhould their Pub- 
lication fulfil my fervent Wiſh of engaging Atten- 


tion to Sentiments of Virtue and Decorum, I ſhall 
then be unwilling to fear the Work will be deemed 
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Iv DEDICATION. 


altogether unworthy your Lordſhip's favourable 
Protection. 


* 


— 


Tho? a Stranger to your Lordſhip's Perſon, yet 


the known Generofity of your Sentiments encou- 


rages me to hope for your Lordſhip's Pardon of 
this Addreſs, Small, indeed, would be my claim 
to your Pardon and Protection, was my Plea to be 
reſted upon the Merits of the Miſcellany. The 
Motive, indeed, oft this Dedication 1 18 ſtrictly con- 


fined to the diſintereſted Impulſe which prompts 


me to join. in the genera) Applauſe of your Lord- 
ſhip's Character and Conduct. 


That your Lordſhip may ever merit the Title of 


the her D of FEE DOx, and the Patron of 
whatever is pleaſing, praiſe-worthy, and uſeful in 
Literature, and that your Lordſhip may be record- 
cd in the Annals of Fame for thoſe Virtues, for 


which the HOWARD Ss, in all Ages, have been ſo 
conſpicuouſly eminent, is the ſincere Wiſh of, 


Mr Lox», 
Tour Lordfhip's moſt obedient, 
and very humble Servant, 


Wigtor. EwaN CLARK. 


PREFACE. 


IV Book had already been ſome time in the 
hands of the Printer, before I thought of 
A Preface, and now that I fit down to write one, 1 


confeſs I can find but little to fay. Why, indeed, 
ſhould I practiſe all the little, vain coquetry of au- 


thors, that has been ſo often, and ſo juſtly ridicu- 
culed? Why ſhould 1 pretend to motives for pub- 
lication which never exiſted, make awkward apo- 
logics for defects, which I ought to have amended, 


or rail againſt Critics and Reviewers, whoſe judg- 


ment, after all, will be deemed better than my 


own? If I muſt write a Preface, I am determi- 


ned to be at once both brief and candid. 


Leiſure and a fondneſs for the Muſes firſt led 
me to attempt to write verſes. The perſuaſions of 
my friends, ſeconded, perhaps, by my own vanity, 
induced me to give ſome detached pieces to the 
public. The approbation theſe met with flattered 
me to hope the Collection I now offer might not 
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be unacceptable. At length I had the boldneſs to 
make my propoſals, and the ſucceſs I have acquired 


gives me no reaſon to repent of my temerity. M 


Subſcription-Liſt is, beyond my hopes, reſpectable 


and numerous. I am abundantly content : nay 
more, I am ſincerely thankful; and I beg my 
friends to accept of my unfeigned, grateful ac- 
knowledgements for the honour they have done 


me. In return, I can with great truth aſſure them 


that I have done every thing in my power to ren- 
der my Book worthy of their acceptance and ap- 
probation ; and tho' I am well convinced it may 
ſtill ſtand in need of much indulgence, yet I flatter 
myſelf, I have ſo far ſucceeded, that no defects will 


be found which their candour may not prompt 
them to diſpenſc with. 


NAMES OF THE 
SUBSCRIBERS. 


EV. Dr. Anthrop, rector of St. Mary Le Bow, 
London. 


Mr. John Atkinſon, Dockrey. 

Rev. Mr. Atkinſon, Fellow of Queen's College, 
Oxford. 

Rev. Mr. Armſtrong, curate of Clifton 

Rev. Mr Armſtrong, Blencow 

Mr Thomas Allen, Oulton 

Mr Nicholas Aſhe, limner 

Mr John Cape Atty, Wigton 

Mr John Addiſon, Parton 

Mr Abraham Alliſon, Bothel 

Mr John Atkinſon, Wigton 

Mr George Atkinſon, Dalſton 

Mr William Atkinſon, Roſley 


B. 


Rev. Dr. William Backhouſe, Arch Deacon of Can- 
terbury, ten copies 

Mr John Barton, Carliſle 

Anthony Benn, Eſq. Henſingham N 

James Bindley, Eſq. Commiſſioner of Stamp Office 


Rev. Mr. Richard Baty, vicar of Cleeve, Worceſ- 
terſhire, two copies 


Rev. Mr _ rector of Orton, Cumberland 
William 


viii SUBSCRIBERS. 


William Browne, Eſq. Tallantire Hall, two copies 
Rev. Mr J. Blaine, Greyſtock, two copies 
Mrs Borradaile, Wigton | : 
Rev. Mr Reg. Braithwaite, Hawkſhead, fix copies 
Mr William Braithwaite, A. B. Hawkſhead. 
Rev. Mr Boucher, ſix copies 

John Blackburn, Eſq. London, four copies 
William Bragg, Eſq. Egremont 

Mr William Borradaile, Wigton 

Mr John Barnes, London f 

Mr John Bainbridge, officer of exciſe 

Mr William Brumell, Carlifle - 

Mr James Bradſhaw, Wigton 

Mr William Brownſword, ditto 

Mr James Barwick, Buſkill-hill 

Mr John Backhouſe, Caldbeck 

Mr Oſmotherley Barwiſe, Lowley 

Mr William Blennerhaſſet, Wigton 

Mr Thomas Buſhby, ditto 

Mr Thomas Bell, ditto 

Mr Henry Brown, ditto 

Mr Anthony Barnes, ditto 

Miſs M. Barwiſe, Ireby 

Mr Joſeph Barnes, Wigton 

Mr Johnſton Bell, Roſley 

Mr John Buſhby, Welton 

Mr John Barnes, Ake-head 

Mr Edward Birbeck, Wigton 

Mr James Barnes, Low Moor-houſe 

Mr John Blamire, Buckabank 

Mr John Banks, Dalſton Mills 

Mr William Blamire, Hawkſdale 

Mrs Brown, Red Dial 

Mr John Bell, Mary Port 

Mr George Braithwaite, Kendal 


Mr 


SUBSCRIBERS. ix 


Mr Joſeph Barris, nan . 
Mr John Barns, Whitehaven | 

Capt. Robert Banton, ditto 

Mr John Bowneſs, Cuſtom-houſe Whitehaven 
Mr John Beck, Whitehaven 

Mr John Beeby, merchant Allonby 
Miſs Orton Briſco 

Mr Richard Benford, Oxford 

Mr William Burnthwaite, How-lull 
Mr Thomas Benn, Dublin 

Mr John Banning, London 

Mrs Bickerſtaffe, ditto 

Mr Richard Bell, Wickham, ; OY 
Mr Thomas Bewley, Carlifle 


C. 


Rt. Rev. the Lord Biſhop of Carliſle 
Henry Curwen, Eſq. Workington, two copies 
Raiſley Calvert, Eſq. Greyſtock OP 
Quayle Curphy, Eſq. Iſle of Man * 
Dr. John Curpby ditto | 
John Chriſtian, Eſq. Air, North Britain, 2 20 copies 
Miſs Chriſtian, Workington | 
Miſs J. Chriſtian, ditto 
_ Miſs Corney, Penrith 
Miſs Cuſt, ditto | 
John Chriſtian, Eſq. Moreland Cloſe 
Morris Coulthard, Eſq. Mayor of Carliſle 
Mr William Cookſon: Penrith 
Miſs M. Carliſle, Wigton I 
Mr John Cape, Wigton | 
Mr joſeph Cockton, Dockrey 
Mrs M'Cauſand, Wigton 
Mr Iſaac Clark, "Mancheſter 
b Mr 
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* SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr Robert Clark, {chook-maſker, Burgh 

Mr Clark, deputy regiſter of the dioceſe of Worceſter 

Mr John Chapman, officer of exciſe, Dalſton 

Mr William Coulthard, Broklebank 

Mr John Clark, Allonby 

Mr John Coupland, Whitehaven 

Mr John Carrick, Poſt- office, RI 

Mr Thomas Cowen | 

Mr Thomas Cole, London : 

Mr Richard Chapman, Banbury, Oxfordſhire 

Mr Thomas Challener, Brakenthwaite | 

Rev. Mr Wilfrid Clark, vicar of hs ger 8 copies 
Miſs Clark 

Miſs J. Clark 

Miſs E. Clark 


D. 


Miſs B. Denton, Warnel Hall 

Iſaac Denton, Eſq. Sebergham 

George Dalton, Eſq. Carliſle 

Mr John Dand, Maines 

Mrs Dand 

Mr Thomas Dand, Leſſen-hall 

Mr John Dand, Church-hill 

Mr John Dalton, Wigton 

Mr Shadrach Dixon, ditto 

Mr George Dalſton, Oulton 

Mr Abel Dickenſon, Wigton 

Mr William Donald | 

Rey, Mr Denton, curate of Caſtle Sowerby | 
Mr John Dand, Long-head 

Mr Anthony Dand Leſſen-hall 

Mr John Dixon, ditto 

Mr John Drape, Park-gate 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr William Dand, Waverton 
Mr William Douglas, Hawkſhead 

Mr Thomas Dodgſon, Flimby 

Mr Donald, Cuſtom-houſe, Whitchaven 

Mr Richard Dixon, Whitehaven | 

Mr David Davis, London 

Mr Rees Davies, Grays-Inn, London: 

Mr Richard Davies, ditto 

Mr Richard Dalton, London 

Mr Anthony Dawſon, Biſhops-Forge 

Mr James Davies, Gatehouſe of Fleet, N. Britain 


E. 


Henry Elliſon, Ig Whitehaven, two copies 
Mr Muſgrave Ellwood, merchant, Mary-Port 
Mr John Ellwood, merchant, Workington 
Mr Eckford, bookſeller. ditto 

Mr Peter Edger, Orton-hall 


; F. 


Henry Fletcher, Eſq. M. P. for the county of | 


Cumberland, Clea 
Mrs Fearon, Whitchaven 
Mrs Fletcher 
Rev. Mr }. Fariſh, Carlile 
John Friſſel, Eſq. ine of Mann 
William Fletcher, Eſq; Whitehaven 


Rev. Mr John Foſter, Dunham, Cheſhire | 
Miſs Furnas, Wigton 


Mr Joleph Furnas, Standingſtone 
Mr D. Furnas, ſurgeon, Wigton 
Mr Duncan MFarlane, Edinburgh 
Mr John Finlinſon, Dockrey 
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Mr Joſeph Fell, Michaelthwaite 

Mr John Feddon, Cumdivock 

Mr Joſeph Fleming, Buckabank 

Mr Patrick Forbes, Hawkſdale 

Mr Joſeph Fell, Mary-Port 

Mr John Falcon, Workington 

Mr Henry Fiſher, Whitehaven 

Mr John Fearon, ditto | 

Mr Richard Fletcher, Duke-ſtreet, ditto | 
Mr Robert Furnas, Dublin 

Mr William Frears, London 

Mr John Frears, ditto 

Mr Robert Finlinſon, Ake-head 

David Garrick, Eſq. four Copies 

Daniel Gill, Eſq. Iſle of Mann 

Philip Garret, Eſq. ditto | 

Miſs Grainger, Carliſle 

Miſs J. Grainger, ditto 

Rev. Mr William Grainger, two copies 
Mr John Gill, London 

Mr Charles Graham, Penrith 

Mrs Giles 

Capt. Giles, of the 19th regiment of foot 
Mr James Graham, Wigton 

Mr Joſeph Goulding, Leſſen-hall 

Mr John Goulding, Wigton 

Mr Charles Gray, Dalſton 

Mr S. Grayſon, Mary-Port 

Mr Matthew M'Goune, Paiſley 

Mr Thomas Grainger, Stone-raiſe 


H. 


The Rt. Hon. Charles Howard, Earl of Surrey 


Miſs Hutton, Halifax 


Miſs 


SUBSCRIBERS. xii 


Miſs Holmes, Dublin 

Henry Hall, M. D. Kirk-bride 

Doctor Heyſham, Carlifle 

Rev. Mr William Hughes, A. M. vicar of St. Pe- 
ter's, Worceſter | | 

Rev. Mr J. Harrifon, Bolneſs 

Rev. Mr Richard Hair, Torpenhow 

Rev. Mr Hodgſon, Aſpatria 

Rev. Mr Holywell, Greyſtock 

Mr Michael Henderſon, Wigton 

Mr John Hodge, ditto 

Mr Aſkew Harriſon, ditto 

Mr Thomas Hodgſon, Carliſle 

Mr Robert Hodgſon, Down-hall 

Mr John Hodgſon, Carliſle 

Mr Joſeph Henderſon, Wigton 

Mr Jacob Hodge, ditto 

Mr John Hope, ditto 

Mrs Eleanor Hodgſon, Burgh 

Mr Iſaac Hartneſs, Dalſton | 

Mr Joſeph Hodgſon, Hawkſdale 

Mr Richard Holiday, Mary-port 

Mr John Hodgſon, Workington 

Capt. Joſeph Hurd, ditto 

Mr Thomas Harriſon, Whitehaven 

Mr Joſeph Harris, ſurgeon 

Mrs Mary Hodgſon, Cockermouth 

Mr James Howarth, Halifax, two copies 

Mr Nicholas Holt, Halifax, Yorkſhire 

Mrs Lucy Harding, Wigton 

Mr John Henderſon, High Moor-houſe 

Mr Joſeph Henderſon, Gateſhead-fell 

Mr Joſeph Hunt, Dublin 

Mr Robert Hoowie, ditto 

Mr William Hopkins, London 
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Mr Amos Hayton, ditto 

Mr John Harriſon, ditto 

Mr Hodgſon, ſurgeon, Hawkſhead 

Mr William Hewſon, Leſſen-hall 

Mr Thomas Hewſon, ditto 

Mr Jeremiah Huddart, Waverton 

Mr John Hayton, Wigton 

Mr Richard Hodgſon, Carliſle. 

Mr Wilfrid Hodgſon, four copies 

Mr Richard Hodgſon, merchant, Halifax, York- 

ſhire, ten copies 

George Hodglon, Eſq. ſecretary to the Council at 
Calcutta, Eaſt Indies, ten copies 

Mrs hg Whitehaven 


* 


John Jackſon, Eſq. Whitehaven 
Trevor Jones, Eſq. captain in the Royal Denbigh- 
ſhire Militia 
J. Johnſtone, M. Xs Worceſter 
Miſs Johnſtone, Wigton 
Miſs S. John on b. Meld hall 
Enſign James Johnſton of 38th regiment of foot 
George Irton, Eſq. Irton-ball, four copies 
Mr John Iſmay, Dockrey 
Mrs Sarah Irwin, Wigton 
Mr 'Thomas Jefterſon, Gaterigge 
Mr William Irving, Heſket-new-market 
Mr John Jefferſon, Michaelthwaite 
Mr Jonathan Jennings, Mancheſter 
Mr John jefferſon, Wood-fide 
Mr William Jefferſon, Wolſty-hall 
Mr Thomas Jennings, Wigton 
Mr Joſ. Ireland, Brackenthwaite 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr Robert Jefferſon, Roſey 

Mr john Jefferſon, Long moor 
Mr Joſeph Jefferſon, Drumlening 
Mr Joſeph Jefferſon, Aikton 

Mr George Irving, Seaton 

Mrs M. Jefferſon, Bolton 

Mr John Johnſton, Blencow 

Mr Thomas Jackſon, London 
Mr John Iſmay, ditto - 

Mr Valentine I ditto 


0 
Rev. S. Kittilby, D. D. London 


Mr. Edward Knubley, jun. Fingland Rigg | 
Mr Joſeph Kay, Wigton | 


L. 


Hon. Lady Mary Lowther, fix copies 
Rev. Mr H. Lowther, Aikton 

Charles Lutwidge, Eſq. Whitehaven, four copies 
Rev. Mr Law, arch-deacon of Carliſle * 
Rev. Mr J. S. Luſhington 

Stephen Luſhington, Eſq. London 

Mrs Luſhington 

Mrs Leyceſter, Hall-grove, Surrey 

Mr M“ Laine, Edinburgh 

Mr Henry Lowes, Wigton 

Mr John Lancaſter, Wigton 

Mr Ifaac Lightfoot, ditto - 

Mr Robert Lamonby, Low Moor-houſe 
Mr John Lawſon, Workington | 
Mr Joſeph Liſter, Shibden-hall, Hallifax 
Mr John Leyſon, London 


xvi SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr. Mark Lonſdale, Carliſle 
Mr Sackville Lupton, London 


M. 


| 
| John Myddelton, Efq. Colonel of the Royal Den: 
| bighſhire mihitia 
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Rev. Mr. Arch deacon Mylrea, Iſle of Mann 
Rev. Mr. Morreſby, Penruddock 

g Rev. Mr. T. Meſſenger, Bewcaſtle 
Rev. Mr Mattinſon, Flimby 
78 Miſs E. Monkhouſe, Penrith 
| Rev. Mr Marrs, High-head | 

John Monro, Eſq. Chrift-church, Oxford 
| Mrs Melvill, Great Orton 
4 Mr Andrew M*Mechan, Wigton 

; Mrs Matthews, Wigton 

Mr Daniel Matthews, High Moor-houſe, two copies 
Mr Joſeph Martindale, Wigton 
' Mr Ifaac Marfton, ditto 
| Mr Thomas Matthews, ditto 
| Mr John Meſlenger, Leſſen-hall 
Mr John Mandwell, ditto 
| Mr Joſeph Mandeall, ditto 
Mrs Mary Matthews, Powe-hill 
Mr John Marſhall, Workington 
Mr John Moorhoule, Newton 
Mr James Mitchell, Carlifle 
Mr Moore, Temple-Sowerby 
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Mr John Nixon, Whitehaven 
Mr Jonathan Nicholſon, Newton 
Mr Jonathan Nicholſon, Warnel-fell 
Mrs Nicholſon, Wigton 
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Sir Ferdinand Poole, Lewis, Suſſex, two copies 
Thomas Pattinſon, Eſq. Melmerby, two copies 
William Poſtlethwaite, Eſq. Mary-port 
Rev. James Peake, A. M. Hawkſhead, two copies 
Rev. Mr Thomas Porter, Northam, Cheſhire 
David Pitcairn, M. B. Cambridge 

Mr Thomas Plaſket, London 

Mrs Plaſket, two copies 

Miſs Jenny Pattinſon, Wigton 
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Mr John Porter | 
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N MUSE ! thy aid indulgent bring, 
55 58 To grace the humble wiſh I ſing. - 
8 8 For thy kind aid my boſom pants, 


3M To ſpeak my wiſhes, and my wants. 
= numbers ſmooth inſpire my ſong ; 


My notes with artleſs eaſe prolong. 
The meaneſt of thy tuneful train 
Implores; nor let him call in vain ! 


Grant firſt, kind Heav'n! if good it ſeem, 
Health to enjoy my wiſhing dream. 
Next, five and twenty pounds per ann. 
To think of leſs what Poet can? 
B This 


2 A CorrletecTion of 


This ſum would ferve (troth no leſs wou'd) _ 
For wear and-tear, books, fire, and food. 
Let not a ſigh eſcape my ſoul, 
In life's luxurious ſcenes to roll. 
A moderate meal, and guiltleſs hour, 
Bring joys which wealth cou'd ne'er procure, 
Contiguous to my cot, clay-rais'd, 
(Small's my ambition, God be prais'd !) 
A river ſhould meand”ring glide, 
Amply with Eel, and Trout ſupply'd. 
Oft down its verdant banks I'd ſtray, 
And, angling, paſs the pleaſing Day. 
The ſhining fly ſhou'd ſhade my hook, 
To tempt the rovers of the brook. 
When Winter's bleak and boiſterous reign - 
Spreads dreary proſpects o'er the plain, 
Snug by my fire I'd take my ſeat, 
And cull from books a mental treat. 
Oft times i'd to the Mains* repair, 
The joys of ſocial chat to ſhare ; 
And when the nation we've ſet right, 
With Cribbage well conclude the Night, 
A Wiſe 


— — 
» OI — D 

— — — — — — — — — 
* 


* Where a particular friend of the Author lives. 
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A wife——a good one could I meet 
Wou'd crown my happineſs compleat. - 


Let hares and foxes, horn and hound, 

Lead ſport-ſtruck youths whole counties round 3 
From me avert the ills that wait 

The braving of a five-barr'd gate! 


Should the kind gods in gifts abound, 
And add the ſmalleſt plat of ground, | 
Here flowers ſhou'd riſe in rich array, 
And ſpread their beauties to the day 
Here aromatic plants ſhou'd pleaſe 
The ſtranger in the balmy breeze. 


Thus may my years ſteal ſweetly round, 
With health, books, ſport, and friendſhip crown'd; 
And when I yield to death's controul, 
May Heav'n receive my fleeting ſoul | 


, 


7 ES A DREAM; 


8 —— 
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CCC 


A DREAM. 


FT have I mus'd with deep ſurprize, 
* What! Fortune painted wanting eyes 
Hence comes (thought I) beyond a doubt, 


15 


That fools are in, and wiſe men out; 


For how, in wonder's name, when blind, 


True merit ſee, or virtue find? 
Was I one day dame Fortune's keeper, 
She ſhould, for once, ſquint with one peeper. 
Then would ſhe ſee, with half an eye, 
Her ill-plac'd partiality : 
That her kind favours, hood- wink'd granted, 
Are heap'd where leaſt of all they're wanted: 
That worthleſs knaves warm chambers meet, 
Whilſt merit's ſons ſtarve in the ſtreet. 
This thought took in my brain ſuch place, 
Sleep's pow'r could not its form efface ; 
For in ſoft Morpheus' arms when laid, 
Queen Mab kept hov'ring round my head : 
Uſurp'd her light, fantaſtick reign, 
In airy viſions o'er my brain, 

Methought 
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_ Methought a golden throne, high-rais'd, 
With diamonds deck'd, refulgent blaz'd. 

The Goddeſs Fortune grac'd the ſeat ; 
Kingdoms lay ſtrew'd beneath her feet. 

Her maid, Miſs Whim Caprice drew near, 

And whiſper'd in the Goddeſs? ear: 

„ Thus, Ma'am, and thus your favours ſcatter, 
& Fill this fool's bags, and that rogue's platter: 
6 *Twere fit you dub this block-head great, 

* That aſs a miniſter of ſtate z 

“ This paraſite a penſion give, 

* And titles to yon tawdry knave.“ 
The Goddeſs liſtens to her tale, 

And Miſs Whim'”s pleadings all prevail; 

Or right or wrong there was no flaw, _ 
Miſs Whin?s bare word was binding law. 

Strange blunders now were brought to pals ; 

Sir Wiſdom's wrote, where ſhould be aſs, 

In Nature's book what finds the place 
Of groom, in Fortune's is---your grace. 
Embroider'd velvets load the backs, 
Which Nature meant to carry packs, 

That ſtar-ſtuck lord, with look elate, 

Shou'd mend old ſhoes, not mar the ſtate. 


B 3 Thoſc 


e 
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Thoſe bums, which on ſoft wool-packs fit, 

A porter's bench wou'd better fit. 

Thoſe flk-crown'd heads, and flowing locks, 
What odds *twixt them, and barbers' blocks? 
Generals, that ſhou'd true courage wear, 
Wore chicken gloves, and powder'd hair. 
Macaroni's---which for men I took--- 

Were apes, wrote large in Nature's book, 
Patriots---their names, when read aright, 
Stood turn-coats, clear as noon-day light ; 

Save one fair character; I ween 
R1icyumondD's the god-like man I mean. 
Ladies, cork-rump'd, with ſheep-tails crown'd, 
Were---ladies ſtill, wherever found. | 
True merit, in a thread-bare ſuit, 

Was laugh'd at, kick'd, and cuff'd about, 
The king---long may he live I pray ! 

The king was king---that's all I ſay. 

Th' unhappieſt blunder that I find, 


Was Juſtice, ſword in hand, fone-blind. 


The owl tu-hoo'd a dreadful fcream ; 


I wak'd ; and here you have my dream, 


The 
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The Robin: red- breaſt, and the Cat. 

A Fable. | 
NE mori; when bethow'ate ond 


And froſt each pool in fetters bound, 
A Robin, pinch'd through hunger's power, 


Made free t' approach a farmer's door. 
Nor bolts, nor bars his entrance ſtopp'd ; 

The door was open; in he hopp d. 

He ſtar'd around with vaſt ſurprize z 

The ſcene was new to Robin's eyes. 

He duck'd his head, as who ſhow'd ſay, 

„ Gad bleſs you, folks, this froſty day!“ 
Now bolder grown, he hopp'd around, 
And pick'd the crumbs from off the ground. 
His little crop ſoon filPd with meat, 

Kind Fenny crumbled as he eat. 
5 Bleſt chance to lead me, (Robin ſaid) 
& To where Pm warm'd, to where I'm fed ! 


6. May ne'er miſchance this houſe moleſt, 


* And may that hand be doubly bleſt; 


66 May 
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c May pains, and ſickneſs ceaſe t'intrude!“ 
Then chirp'd a ſong of gratitude. 


Grimalkin heard the tempting air, 
And fly crept from beneath a chair. 
He lick'd his whiſkers, fix'd his eyes, 
And ſprung upon his fluttering prize. 
* Ah me! ah me! what woes betide ! 
© Spare, ſpare my life!“ poor Robin cry 4, 
* Shew mercy, as thou'dſt mercy find; 

& ne' er harm'd cat, or kitten kind, 

Let man's example be thy guide —— 
Fool! fo it is the cat reply'd. 

Look round, and thou ſhalt view, each day, 
Man making man his eager pray, 

The helpleſs, harmleſs, reſt aſſur'd, 

Ne'er fail, like thee, to be devour'd . 
Chus ſpoke the Cat with viſage grim, 
Then tore the trembler limb from limb, | 
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SWEET ANNA. A Song. 


J. 
HEN Anna dances on the green 


Each ſwain enamour'd ſtares, 


To view her beauteous, graceful mein, 
And ſoft, bewitching airs. 


II. 

When Anna ſings, each liſt'ning ear 
Hangs on the rapturous ſtrains; = 
_ Huſh'd are the buſy ſons of care, 
And wond'ring ſilence reigns. , 


% III. 
When Anna to the Harveſt goes, 
Adorn'd with matchleſs grace, 
Each ſwain away his ſickle throws, 


To gaze on Anna's face. 


IV. 
When Anna cooks the ſweet repaſt, 
With hands ſnow- white, and clean, 
| B | 
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Bleſs'd are the lips that can but t aſte, 
Where Anna's hands have been! 


V. 
When, joining in the rural game, 
At Blind-man's-buff they play, 
What fluttering pleaſures ſeize the ſwain, 
That makes ſweet Ann his prey; 


VI. 

But ah! what raptures muſt he feel, 
(More ſoft than tongue can name) 
Who's luck to trip ſweet Anna's heel, 
At Matrimony's game. 


SSS 


The Poet's Complaint to Poverty, 


O thee, pale Goddeſs Poverty, I fog, 
Tune my low voice and touch the lyric 


ſtring. 


Oft- times have I thy pallid viſage viewed, | 
Thy power confeſs'd, and to thy prowefs bow'd. 
"a Ofe 
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Oft haſt thou viſited and oft careſt, 

And hugg'd me, fainting, to thy feeble breaſt : 
O'er my cold limbs thy thin-wove mantle ſpread, 
And to thy portals oft my footſteps led, 
Hunger, thirſt, cares at thy commandment run, 
To hail, and crown me thy conſpicuous ſon. 
O, learned orators ! even now I feel, 

Your powerful rhet*rick pleading for a meal. 
Where turn my face to fmell a dinner? where 
The ſweets of beef and pudding once to ſhare ? 


Thin-furniſh*d cupboards are moſt frightful fights ; 


Parnaſs* ſharp air creates keen appetites, 

Oft to the ſons of ſong is giv'n the curſe, 

In piteous ſtrains to mourn an empty purſe. 
Hunger by day purſues them, and by night 
Dunners and dungeons in their dreams affright, 


This the full praiſe their labours can procure, 


The man has parts---but then he's plaguy poor.“ 


If theſe the bays that crown the Poct's head, 

In paths poetic who would wiſh to tread ? * 
Who'd curtail vowels, and condemn his time, 
And rack his brain to force a frigid rhyme, 1 
Own the lame brats her teeming muſeſhip ſends, 
And count their feet upon his fingers' ends? 


Some 
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Some bard perhaps will cry, “It is for fame 

& 1 wield the pen to gain a deathleſs name.“ 

Alas deluded ! loſt are all thy pains ; 

Theſe days produce no ſweet Ovidian ſtrains ; 

No Pope. no Gay now charms the liſt'ning ng 2 

Their oaten reeds have bid adieu to ſong. 
Of theſe poor lines the doom, O Muſe relate; 
The Muſe, prophetic, thus declares their fate: 
They ſhall to honours high and bright aſpire : 
Shall ſinge fat capons by the kitchen fire: 
Shall, when the dame prepares her Chriſtmas-treat, 


Protect minc'd pics from th' oven's ſcorching heat, 
Perchance their fate to wing a nobler flight, 
And ſoar triumphant---in a paper-kite!“ 


* SSS eee 


A Search after Content. 


I, 
HER E dwells * heav'r n born maid, 
Content ? 
With kings and princes high in fame 4 
Alas! her abſence they lament ; 
They only know her by her name. 


With 
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| | II. 
With dukes and lords, | theſe great, * ſmall 

things, n 
Has ſhe ta'en up her bleſs'd abode ? 
Alas! tho? till on pleaſure's wings, 
They ne'er yet met her on the road. 

III. 
Doth ſhe with traffick's ſons remain ? 
Superintend their rich fill'd ſtore ? 


Alas! our ſearch is here in vain ; 


« A Plumb! and then we'll crave no more.” 


IV. 0 
In vain we've ſearch'd the city round, 
Nor yet find where ſhe reſts her head; E 
Quit we this field, and try freſh ground, 65 


In hopes to meet the heav'n- born maid. + 


V. 
Rous'd with the horn's heart raiſing ſound, 
Sir John rides forth to beat for game ; 
Alas ! ſhe cannot here be found ; ® 
Sir John is jealous of his dame. 


. 
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The Squire's large houſe, parks, ponds, and 


| walks, 
Perhaps invite the heav'n-born gueſt ; 
Alas ! ſhe viſits not the folks, 
That make of heaven, and prieſts a jeſt, 


VII. 
The vicar, in his ſnug retreat, 
Bleſs'd with each joy heav'n e' er has gren, 
Here oft the viſitant we meet, 
But---rogues will wrong him of his teens 


| VIII. 

Fruitleſs the ſearch, and vain I fear! 
With ſtraw-thatch'd cots we'll laſt make free 
What graceful female ſojourns here ? 
CONTENT, bleſt maid, tis ſhe ! *tis ſhe ! 


EPIGRAM 


I 
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8 tall Sir Slender walk'd the ſtreet to day, 
A Wag exclaim'd &* © good God ! Sir Slen- 


der, pray 

6c How chanc'd that to walk forth your honour 
choſe ? 

% You're ſuch a ſpectacle from heel to noſe !“ 

How——what the plague's the matter friend. 
what fight ? 

« Why, bleſs my eyes! you're full en feet in 
height,” | 


ICID ee S ee e eee e eee 
This is the Thing. A Song. 


I. 
Gold lac'd hat, and a feather, 
A ſword eroſs his buttocks to ſwing, 
Pumps made of red morocca leather, 
With a fop, Sir——this is the Thing. 
e II. 1 
A penſion three thouſand per year 
Oils of my Lord's chariot the ſprings z 


Makes hills, dales, and vallies to ring; 
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He purſes the gold with a ſneer, 

Shakes his bag, and cries © theſe are the Things 5 
Plump Aldermen to the Mayor's feaſt 

Deep ſtomachs, well ſeaſon'd will bring; 

Seven pounds don't diſturb in the leaſt; 

Seven pounds but no leſs is the Thing. 


| IV. ” 
The *Squire with his hounds and his horn 


O'er hedge, gate and ditch he is borne z 
With him, Sir, Fox-hunting's the Thing. 


V. 
The Tradeſman, with ſpeech ſmooth and civil, 
His wares on the counter will fling ; ? 
He'll dupe you in ſpite of the d—] ;_ 
With bim cent. per cent. is the Thing. 


VI. 
Th' Attorney, that rogues by the great; 
More ſharp than the Bee has a ſting; 
By due courſe of law he muſt cheat; 


hut this cannot, ſure, be the Thing. * 
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VII. 
The Ale- wife cries, * pray, Sir, fit down,“ 

Marks two for each mug that ſhe'll bring; 

To twelve points the Dial when noon? 


Sure as that,---this-<this is the Thing. 


VIII. 

Fair ladies, with patch, paint and lace, 
With heads cock- a- too d, and ear- rings, 
Demand with ſweet, ſimpering grace, 

Pray, Gentlemen, an't we the Things? 


IX. | 
The Miſer, whoſe bags, hid from day, 


Are ty'd from the poor with a ſtring, 
Shall ſhake when the dl ſhall ſay, 


Hold hold! friend, I claim my own Thing.” 


X. 
Me, likely you'll reckon an aſs, 
And ſwear like an owl that 1 ſing; 
Unnotic'd the cenſure ſhall paſs, 


For I think=--I'm not far off the Thing. 


DE: TOR! cee 


The Tarerpoſition of Reaſon, 


HE ſun to Weſtern onal had hon its way, 
And gold-ting*d clouds adorn'd the parting day, 
When ſad Alonzo ſought the filent grove, 


Where oft Sabina ſooth'd his foul to love, | f 
But now no more; Tinchardo' $ tinſell'd charms, : 
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Have lur'd Sabina from Alonzo' s arms. 

His wan-wax'd check he on his hand a." 
And, mournful, thus reliev'd his loaded mind. 
This grove no more can charm Alonzo's eyes; 
6“ Me, and this greve the falſe Sabina flies. 
„No more the feather'd tribes? melodious lay 

« Can pleaſe: Sabinia's ſweeter voice away. 

4 No more freſh floating-fragrance fills the gale ; 
* Sabinia's breath perfumes yon happier vale. 
That roſe looks pale, this lilly droops its — : 
e And ſeem, with me, to mourn Sabinia fle. 
e The rill has loft its liquid melody; 

Nor ſound my ear, nor object charms my eye; 

© Nought, nought can charm, when no Sa- 
binia's nigh, 
| & Falſe, 
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4 Falſe; ered falf the? Why; ak why conſtrain 
« My heart to heave with grief at ev 3 ? 

« Unfair return for all my anxious care, 

« Thus to forfake, and drive me to ANI 5 

% But here I ſwear, by thy meonſtant light, 

« Thou filver-ſuited Empreſs of the night! 

«© That ere to-morrow's fun ſhall gild this WW ff 
« PI bid adieu to all the pang's of locke. 1 
Life now hangs heavy on Alonzo" $ bead, ys 1 
5 Sabima hes, and ev*ry Joy is fled.” T 23 


He roſe, and, penfive ſought- the per'lous, ſteep * 
And craggy cliff that high oe*r-- hung the deep 


Here while he ſtood, and, with his mental eye, 
Survey'd the confines of eternity, 


5 4 10 


Lo! the bright viſion of an heav ay gelt, lic} q 
Appear'd, and thus the deſperate youth addreſt: —= 
My name is Reaſon, mankind's faithful f friend, 
And here, uncall'd, to ſave thee 1 attend, 
6 What moon-ſtruck MURKY fills thy fr antick . 
1210 mind, DUS Von 200 1 Oc 

* Alike to future bliſs and tqrment blind? 

«© Shalt thou preſume to > meattire out life's ſpan, 
And what pertains to God annex to man? 


o 
0 
+ 
* 


I 
: 


- | C 2 & Dar'ſt 
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« Dar'ſt thou thy judge” s court unſummon' d, 
| tread, 
4 Sin, and ſelf-murder ſeated on thy head? 
<&© Raſh wretch, deſiſt, nor dare thy certain doom, 
Death after death: death even beyond the tomb. 
c“ Let Reaſon's light within thy boſom glow ; 
« Fly, fly from danger, death, and future woe. 
& My aid ſhall guide thee to regain thy bower, 
& And prove to all thy pains a pleaſing cure. 
4 Religion's dew ſhall waſh thy fins away, 


And joys extatic in thy boſom play.“ 


BY Alonzo heard, and felt fair Reaſon's pow'r, 
"= And by her aid regain'd the diſtant bower; 
| Ĩ bere liv'd, and ſtill hugg'd Reaſon to his breaſt 
Till nature, weary'd, ſtole in peace to reſt, 


The Young Monkey and his Mother. 
A Fable. 


HEN Monkeys here 4 in Britain bred, 
(A fable, friend—ne'er ſhake your head) 
It 


9 "4 2 2 a * 
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It chanc'd one day young Pug eſpy d, 
A finiſh'd fop in powder'd pride. 
Strutting by ſmiling Chloe's fide. 
He ſtar d. what Monkey could forbear: 
To view the Coxcomb's courtly air, 


His mincing ſtep, his meagre face, 
And ev' ry other Monkey- grace. 
His grin his chatter pleas'd Pug well, 
But moſt of all his monſtrous 1A IL. 
And then his oaths ——** fore gad! and zounds ! * 
Pug was tranſported with the ſounds, 
The four-legg'd Jack-a-napes retir'd, 
With ſecret admiration fir'd : 
Related to his Pam the ſtory, 
Juſt as you have it here before ye, 
Concluding with a far- fetch d“ O- -h! 
* Was I but like this Britiſh Beau!“ 
His mother grinn'd from *lug to lug 
To hear the wiſhes of her Pug, 
She ſtroak'd his head and cry'd = My ops 
l My only hope, my only joy, 
* Know that when years have made thee fit 
Jo ſhew thy full grown Monkey-wit, 


© Eyen . = 


r 


A Cumberland word for Ear. 
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Even as this Beau thou-thalt be ſeen, 
Alike in manners, as in mein. 
His geſtures, grin, his ev'ry air, 
Thou ſhalt in full perfection ſhare. 

© In thee great Naturo ſhall diſplay 

© Its prompting power, Its. genuine ray; 
© Whereas this thing of human race, 
From Monkeys borrows all its grace !* 


The Weather-Cock. A Simile. 


6c HE Weather-cock ! what can this be?“ 
1 Patience! and read the Simile, | 

A Weather-cock, we all well know, 

Varies as varying breezes blow, 

Traverſing quick the compaſs round, 


Scarce for one moment ſteady found, 
; \ | * 


Thus Women's minds wave to and fro, 
Juſt as fantaſtick fancies flow: = 
This moment Pleaſure breathes a gale, 
And plays and puppet-ſhews prevail, 
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The next, Religious Zephyrs riſe, 

And waft to Heaven their wand' ring eyes 3 
But ah! their hearts are fix d below, 
Concenter'd in ſome fluttering beau. 

Dreſs, next, puffs round their feather'd heads; 
They ſigh-for Sattins, and Brocides. 

Gaming then turns the tables round, - 

And frowns and fainting fits abound 1 

Love can (if ought) their paſſions — 
Love (mark me!) for a coach and ſix. 


The Denekeats | Reſolution, 
L DL 


ENCE, baneful bowl! death to my joys, 
The ſcource whence ſprings ſharp mental pain, 
The weed that Virtue's growth deſtroys, 
And dulls the efforts of the brain. 


"on 
Oft, lur'd by thy deceiving power, 

I've, thoughtleſs, flown my cares to caſe, . 

| But 


1 
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But find, alas! that for the cure, 


I add freſh forge to the diſcaſe. 
| n. 


In pity to a Sinner's caſe, 
When next the bow! intrudes its charms, 
Aid Heaven ! my efforts with thy grace, 
To fly its hateful, haggard arms, 


A COMPARISON, 


| I, 
EHOLD yon mower ! how with meaſurꝰd 
ä ſtride, =P 
And ſcythe quick ſweeping o'er the level plain, | 
He proſtrate lays the meadow's flowery pride, 


And robs fair Flora of her ripen'd train. 


1 


Vet not in vain: the ſun's hot, withering power, 


And ruddy damſels with the well ply'd rake, 


Prepare the herbage, that in future hour, 
The lowing Nations may its ſweets partake, 
| III. 
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„ aa 
Thus with that momentary flower, eall'd Man; 


A while he blooms, and rears his haughty head, 


Till ceath's keen ſcythe cuts ſhort his meaſur'd ſpan, 
And lays him breathleſs in his clay-cold bed; 


IV. 
Nor there to reſt, but till the ſolemn ſound 
Of the laſt trymp proclaims death's captives free; 
Then ſhall he nile, with new- born glory crown'd, 
To ſhare Heaven's bliſs and Immortality, 


a Ar 


SIMON and J AMV. 


SIM O N. 
War trouble, Jamy, fills thy wakeful head, 
| That thus untimely thou haſt left thy bed? 
Yon eaſtern ſky ſcarce ſpeaks the dawn of day, 


And lo! the birds yet nod upon the ſpray. 
IAM V. 
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e 
Sim, the ſame queſtion I of thee demand 
Not fleeping hu, if here I waketul ſtand. 


S IM O N. 

True, Jamy, true: too true is what you fpeak; 
I ſleep none now——nor have not ſlept this week. 
My Nar's the crueleſt Laſs that e' er was born, 
When I ſpeak love, her looks ſpeak nought but ſcorn. 
*T was this day week the meadow's pride we rak'd . 
And ſince that day theſe weary*d eyes have wak'd. 
The ſun gleam*d ſultry, and with one conſent, 
We all to reſt beneath a Hay-cock went. 
Whilſt ev'ry ſwain his fair one's converſe ſhar'd, 
J, and my Nan ſtood aukwardly unpair'd, 
With looks of love, © My lambkin Nan,” I cry'd 
6 Bleſs thy fond Sim, and fit down by my fide.” 
Thy fide : (quo'ſhe)—laugh'd loud, and ran away— 
I would as ſoon fit down beſide our 7 ray. 
Alake! it did my very entrails move, 
To hear a dog preterr'd before my love. 
The Laſſes ſimper'd, and the Lads look'd fly ; 
I hung my head and heav'd an inward ſigh, | 

"Twas 
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was yeſterday with grief 1 | tell the tale 
We ply'd our rakes down in yon verdant vale,  , 
Y [1 pitchdthe hay full briſkly beat my heart, 

= Twas pleaſing toil, for Nan ſtood on the cart. 


p 
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A neater load ne'er wheel'd on meadow ground; 


None loads like Nan--none--ſearch the pariſh round. 


_ — 


When all was finiſh'd, and the ropes were ty'd, 

I ſpread my arms, and, © Come ſweet Nan,” I cry'd 

Come to thy Sim; I'll ſoftly take the down' — 

Stand off, you Oaf! ſhe anſwer'd with a frown; 
Then with a ſpring jump'd down among the hay 

I ſcratch'd my ears what could I do, or fay ? 

Hard, hard, O Jamy, hard's my caſe at beſt, 

When with her, ſlighted; from her, ne'er at reſt. 

How looſe my cloaths, that wont to fit ſo tight! 

This love, this love will be my death outright, 


2 2 — X TOI 3 * 3 
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1A | 
Shame, Simon, ſhame ! oh, what unmanly work! 2 
Whine thus, ſhe'll] thus {till treat thee like a Turk. 
Hear! whilſt my mode of courtſhip I diſcloſe 
If thou lov'ſt Nan, as well I love my Ry/e. 
We loaded hay too in the mead below, 


Where yon long range of lofty poplars grow. 
Be 
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Roſe wrought, and ſmil'd---I think ſhe cannot frown; 

A lovlier roſe ne'er grac'd the month of June. | 

I comb'd the cart all round, on ev'ry fide, 

And then, © My beauteous, blooming Roſe,” I 

| cry'd, 5 
6 Deſcend; thy per'lous ſtation gives me pain . 
6 Thoſe arms ſhall meet thee ere the ground thou 
gain.“ | 

© No, Jamy, no; I'll come myſelf as well.“ 

She came; but right into my arms ſhe fell. | 

I daſp'd her cloſe, and with her lips made free, 

Her lips more ſweet than honey from the bee. 

She try'd to frown, but oh, her aukward grace! 

A frown more ſweet ne'er ſat on woman's face. 

She rais'd her rake, and cry'd, take that you brock! 

Softly ſhe ſtruck ; I hardly felt the ſtroke. 

But ſtrike ſhe muſt ; what paſs'd the laſſes ſaw ; 

And ſtrike ſhe did—but twas a love-like blow. 

At night I met her in yon ſhade ſo ſnug, 

And kiſs'd her unreprov'd from lug to lug. 

SIM O N. 

Jamy, thou art deep- read in womankind, 

Canſt ſpell the half- wrote meaning of their mind; 
Oh! 


— 
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Cumberland word for Far. 
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Oh! would'ſt thou council how to make Nan mine; 
At Carli He fair I'll treat with blood-red wine. + | 


7 N . 

Frank, and in few my council I'll convey, 
F ollow t, and here's my hand thou it gain the day. 
Women are puzzling riddles to explain; 
Their tongues oft utter what their hearts diſdain, 
Coy in affairs of love, and full of wiles ; 
Oft-times they frown, but to conceal their ſmiles. 


When next Nan pouts and flouts, and frowns & ſtares, 


Tell her thou canſt not comprehend ſach airs: | 
And ſince thy love ſhe pays with proud diſdain, 
ThouPt {trait to buxom Poll ſtep croſs the plain, 
She'll then prove kind, and own a mutual flame, 


Elſe neꝰ er more Famy be my Chriſtian name! 


SIMON. | 
| Thanks—thanks ; ; I find I've been a fool too long, 
But, by this * neef! PII ſing a diff rent ſong. 
—And ſee! where with her pail, and apron clean, 
To milk the cows Nan trips acroſs the green. 
I'll follow, and my notes with Nar's compare; 
Lovers muſt try all ſchemes to gain the fair. _ 

| e 


Cumberland word for hand.“ 
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The ee PAS T O R A . 
Attempted in the Cumberland Dial. | # 


+ - hy M O N, 
HAT ailſta, Jammy, thou's ſac ſoon a-ſit? 


Day wull'nt peep thur twea ang hoat 
hours yet. 


Is'e pincht to ken my thoum afore my eyne, 47. 
And not ae lavrock yet has left the green, 


IAM M V. 
The ſelf fame queſtion, Sim, I to thee make - 


For, to my thinking, Simon's wide awake, 


$I MON. 


True, Jammy, true; owr true is what thou ſays, 
I've not yence winkt thur ſeeven lang neets and 


04 


days. dE: HE 7 d n 
My Nan's the cruleſt laſs that eer was bworn 3 - - 
To o' my fighs ſhe anſwers nought but ſcworn, 
'T was this day week we rhaakt the „ 
preyde, 7 | 
And ſen that day thur eync have wokent weyde. 
The 
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The ſun” theynt het: we o wi ae conſent, 

To flee its force to the deyke gutter went. 

Each lad tulk her he tid upon his knee 

Ninne ſtood unmarrow d fave my Nan and me. 

I ſet my tongue to luive, and faid „ fweet Nan! 

«© When o the laave are down, why ſud: we ſtan? ? 

« Come to thy Sim—thy Simkin' s only preyde! 

ce If nought thou grant me, acways grace my ſeyde. a 

Wa whoo-te-whoo!” me cry d, and ſcowpt away, 

© I wad as ſoon come to our cur-dog Tray.* 

My varra bluid ran cald within my breeſt, 

Thus to be lickent to a dum brute beaſt; 

The lads gaapt wide : the lafſes gloppt about : 

I fighd, and luikt full ſheepiſhly nae doubt. 

Twas but yeſtreen—a waefu' day god kens! 

We loaded hay down in the wide *Lang-tens. 

The wark was pleaſant, andfhwort ſeemt the day, 

For Nan was loader and I forkt the hay 

And could have forkt a month without a mheal; 

Luiking at Nan my pith would never fail. 

A cannier loaded carr thou never ſaw : 

Ninne loads like Nan---ninne---ninne amang them oO. 
„ r en 


1 


ah 


— 


+ The Name of a {ſpacious Plat of Meadow Ground 
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When o was duine, I cruep to the car ſeyde 

And gleymin up, wi beath my arms ſpread weyde, 
& Come luive (quo I) I'll waanly take thee down“. 
| Stand off, thou gowk! ſhe anſwered with a frown, 
Then with aſpang luopt down amang the hay; 

I clowt my lugs: what could I dee, or fay ? 

Waes me !---oh Jammy, hard's peer Seymon's keaſe! 
Wad that I neꝰ er had ſeen her wutchin feace! 

Tſe o' foan frac my coat, ſix inch or maar; 

This weafu' luive pulls down a body ſare. 

O ſimple Seymon ! that's thy proper name 
Pluck up thy heart, and be a man for ſname. 
Leave thur.waes-me's, ſighs, ſobs, and ſeck like ſtuff, 
For women mind not whinging-wark a ſnuff. 
I'll tell the how I ſarv'd my laſſy, man; | 
And I luive Rhwoſe, as weel as thou loves Nan. ä 
We loaded hay tee in yon three · nuickt clwoſe; 
Myſel was forker, and the loader Rhwoſe. 

She ſmurkt ſae ſweetly, luikt wi ſeck a grace, | 
I got lyle wrought for glymin at her face: 

Wi mickle-a-de the ropes at laſt were ty'd 

When, Flower of flowers, my red-cheekt Rwoſe, 


(1 cry'd) 
| „ Skurrle, 
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« Skurrle, ſkurrle thee don. Ell kep thee---come 
thy ways 185 
Il luik behint 0 thy claes.” 
Nay, Jammy, nay ſhe cry'd, I'll come myſell 
She came—— but ſtreit into my arms ſhe fell. 
T coddelt her clwoſe, and gave her many a ſmack, 
For full five minutes not a word ſhe ſpak. 
When ſhe gat looſe, ſhe luikt like ane | reed-mad ; 
Up went her rake wi, *< Tak thee that my Lad!” 
Twice maar ſhe rais'd it, Aye, and that, and that,” 
Waanely it fell I hardlins felt each bat ; 

For o her frowning, I could plainly ſee, 
A luively ſmile fit lurkinin her ee. 
At neet I met her by her own ſweet ſell, 
And then but lovers munnet o things tell. 


8 E Y M ON. 
Oh, Jammy, thou's deep vers'd in woman kind: 
Kens o their feekment, feikment ways I find. 
Wad thou but viſe me how to mak Nan mine, 
At Roflay-fair I'll treat wi bluid-recd wine. 
J AM M FV. 

rl freely do't=—and hope twill mend thy ſtatez 

I'ſe griev'd to hear thee whingin at this rate. 


D When 
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When neeſt Nan frumps and frowns, and fliſks and 
kicks ; 
Tell her thou ſees through o'her ſhallow tricks; 
And ſen ſhe leads thee ſeck a wild-gooſe cheace, 
Thou'lt ower the burn off hand to blinkin Beſs : 
And ſeem to gang — thow'lt hear her in a crack 
Cry © Mayſlin gowk ! I nobbit juokt--'come back! 
S E Y M O N. 

Thanks, Jammy, thanks; I find thy council's reet; 
When Nan I've ſtrwockt, ſhe's pulfht me like a peet. 
I' now grow wiſe ; T've been a fool ower lang; 
I'll change my nwote, and ſing a diff rent ſang. 
— Whiſh! yon's their 7 ray——Nan's ganging 

to the kye, 
III follow, and my new. fanglt courtſhip try. 
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MARIA N's COMPLAINT. 
An Eclogue. 
Jene that fair ſeaſon. when the faithful ſoil 
With increaſe plenteous pays the tiller's toil: 
When ev'ry furrow rich with ripen'd grain, 


In golden luſtre waves along the plain: 
| When 


— — . . ————— ͤ — II 
* 
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When many a healthy, hale, and youthful lowt, 
With nut brown neef, and ſhoulders broad and 
ſtout: 

When many a laſs, adorn'd with many a grace, 
With comely carriage, and engaging face, 
With ſhining ſickles, rang'd in rows appear, 
To cut the golden glories of the year. 
Twas then, one ev'ning, when the god of day, 
To worlds more weſt had roll'd his flaming. way, 
Fair Marian, ſtretch'd upon the verdant lawn, 
In ſighs to liſtening filence made her moan. 

« Unhappy me! unhappieſt of the train, 
« Of all the maids that tread fair Cumbria's plain! 1 
« This day has prov'd that all my fears are true, : 
“That faithleſs Roger loves the flippant Sue. 1 
Well did I mark---ſhe ſhearing by his ſide- 
With looks of languiſhment the minx he ey'd. 
Oft, oft he croſs'd the furrow to her aid, 
Nor did his courteſy remain unpaid : 
« Her eyes ſpoke thanks, and ſmiles o'erſpread } 


her face 7 


„(A lover's eyes can love's mute language trace) | : 
« And mine, alas! beheld their own diſgrace. — 


D 2 « My 
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<« My heart indignant bounc'd within my breaſt; 
« Had it not cauſe ? thus ſlighted and oppreſt ! 

© What *vails my ſkill, ſince Roger proves unkind, 
The hook to handle, or the ſheaves to bind? 

c The rural dance to lead with pleaſing grace, 

& T* excel in virtue or in form of face ? 

* To tune my voice to ſoft, melodious lays, 

« *Till female envy can't refrain its praiſe ? 

* What can ſkill, beauty, virtue, grace avail, 

ce Since Roger's tongue has ceas'd its tender tale? 
Mine eye, thou faid'ſt, ſurpaſs'd the ſolar ray, 

« My cheek the roſe, my lip the ſmell of May; 
Vet, Roger, yet to weep thou leav'ſt mine eye, 
« My check to fade, and ev'ry charm to fly. 

* Muſt I, ingrate ! thy memory awake, 

To all the toils I fuffer'd for thy ſake ? 

Oft have I, hideling, brought thee of the beſt, 
„(For which, like Judas, oft theſe lips thou preſt) 
Oft, when in fickneſs, waited by thy bed, 
And, with ſoft napkins, bound thy aching head: 
With ſtudious care ſtill ſtrove thy love to gain, 
* In health to pleaſe, when ſick to eaſe thy pain. 
Is this for all my pains the payment due? _ 


« Virgins ! ne'er truſt a man's deceitful vow ! 
« Unhappy 
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«« Unhappy me! unbappieſt of the train, 

Of all the maids that tread fair Cumbria's plain 
“ Here will I reſt, nor ever more will riſe, 

Till death, in pity, cloſe poor Marian's eyes, 

* How ſhould my weakneſs bear ſuch weight of woe? 
* Roger is loſt, and life's not worth a ſtraw,” 


She ceas'd, and to her plaintive grief gave pauſe; 
Twas bitter dark, and bluſtring blaſts aroſe. "| 

The clouds pour'd down their liquid ſtores amain, 

And rigorous tempeſt rag'd along the plain. 

This put poor Marian in a piteous plight ; 

« Dreadful ! my death ſhall be deferr'd to night.” 

With haſty ſtrides ſhe ſought the filent cot, 5 

And death, and Roger were in fleep forgot. 1 


A Deſcription of Roſlay-hill Fair. 
X T length the gay, long-look'd for morn 


Appears ; 


Ye lighted virgins! wipe away your tears: 

Quit your ſoft pillows, and adorn your charms, 

This day ſhall þring freſh lovers to your arms. 
* 
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Ye Cumbrian youths, grace Roſlay's holliday ; 
What youth can lag, when beauty leads the way ? 


Ere yet we join, let's view the feſtive train, 
In crouds promiſcuous trooping o'er the plain. 
Here on this whin-crown'd hill we'll take our ſtand, 
And mark mad folly as it comes to hand : 
Beneath this prickly grove embrace the ground, 
Unſeen, ſce all, and catch each pailing ſound. 
Link'd arm in arm a couple onward move; 
Each ſmile, each motion, and each look ſpeaks love. 
Believe me, Ralph believe me well thou may— 
« Ralph abſent, I'd ne'er dreamt of Roſlay- day. | 
& I ſhould this day—ill from the taſk I'm ſpar*d— 
The toils domeſtic with my mother ſhar d; 
Suſan, ſhe cry'd, what would'ſt at Roſlay-fair? 
No errand haſt thou, that 1 wot of, there, 
< She little knew nor was it fit ſhe ſhould—— 
But Suſan thought her errand wond'rous good. 


« I feign'd I came a ſkimming-diſh to buy, | 


“But Ralph, no {kimming-diſh was in my eye.” 
Thy ſpeech is ſweeter than the Linnet's lay, 
When in ſoft notes he hails the new born May. 


* 


Speak 


N 8 
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Speak thus, and Pl] ne er wiſh thy tongue to reſt, 

© Thus ever claſp thee to my faithful breaſt. 

« Charm'd with Sue's truth, I hear to Suſan ſwear, 

« Henceforth Moll Muggins not one thought ſhall ſhare, 

Thee I'll eſpouſe ere Midſummer, I vow. | 

Kings then leſs bleſt than Ralph, when bleſs'd with 
Sue!“ | | 

On, ſouls congenial! and may this day prove; 

The c happy prelude to a life « of love ! 


What troop comes Net ſweeping o'er the plain 
Hounds, ſpaniels, poititers' riſking i in their train ? 


Their ſhouts vocif tous ring along the vale, | 2 


Riſe with the breeze, and ride on the full gale. 

* Bounce! the beſt dog in Cumberland: none truer; 

fe ſprung twelve brace laſt week upon the moor. 

A ſtauncher dog ne'er ſnuff*d the ſcented ground, 

£ Beat the brown heath, or rang'd the ſtubble 
round.“ | 

Oh, Sportſmen theſe! Youths full of fire and flame; 

Purſue fair virtue: that's the nobleſt game. 

But what are theſe that give their ſteeds the rein, 

And ſeem to fly along the ſcarce- mark d plain? 


Their 
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Their jocky caps, and boots proclaim aloud, | 
& Sons of the turf, New-Market's ding brood.” 
Beware, bold Nimrods! curb your giddy courſe; 
Stirrups may break, and ſaddle- girths ſlip looſe. 
Your nimble footed ſteeds pyſh leſs apace, 

, Leſt diſlocated ſhoulders cloſe the race. 


Lo! the fair daughters of the Paphian queen, 

In beauteous order amble o'er the green 

In milk white dreſs; All pure within, no doubt ; 
L (We judge of what's within, from x what's without) 
| Streaming in ribbons blue, and ribbons red; 
Gay, ſhining plumes nod graceful on each head. 
Their prancing Nags curveſt in conſcious ſtate, 
Proud to be loaded with lov'd Beauty's weight. 
Amidſt the reſt, devoid of tawdry glare, 
Rides 9—9*7—. * * moſt ſupreamly fair. 
Their Squires attend apparrell'd in brave ſuits, | 
In well dreſs'd hair, and well beſpatter'd boots. 
A youth of fame, Tim Froth, the party led, 
With gold-lace-honour glaring round his head. 


What motley groupe approaches? what are theſe, 
Whoſe tatter'd remnants waver in the breeze ? 


Such 
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Such rueful, ragged rogues we ſeldom ſee,; | 
Their ſuits ill-ſuit this day's feſtivit ry. p 

One oꝰ er the reſt ſeems ſoy'reign ſway to bear; | 
He ſpeaks : attention hangs on ev'ry car. | 
4 My children, reſt ye *neath this whinny brake, 


<* And here your breakfafts, and my council take. 

* You, pitch-pipe Peg, exert your pithieſt ſtrain ; 

Make Nancy Dawſon ring through all the plain; 7 

e Each ſenſe take captive with your ſyren ſong» 

* And turn to ſtatues all the gaping throng. 

ce. Then, Peter Placket, © comes thy harveſt on, 

6 * To reap the fruits, which beg $ ſoft ſtrains have | 

ſown. 

With ſilent fingers dive into the fob, | 

And ſplendid full-weights ſhall reward the job, - 

% You, filching Fan, fam'd for your active hand, | 

4 Squeeze in where crowded females thickeſt ſtand; 7 

« Grope to the pocket where the treaſure lies, 
And your ſharp ſcizars ſhall inſure the prize. 


“Fou, Godfrey Glimmer, fill the ſwelling wind fl 

** With doleful cries of, pray, remember the blind / (| 

* You, Stephen Stump, your auditors eſſay, | 3 

„ With, bleſs jour honour”'s limbs, a bah nny, | \ 4 l 
prey! © 7 


«c Ye 


Re 
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* Ve reſt | my.co-mates of. the canting train, 

« Fix, as it ſuits you, on the crowded plain. 

“ Peclaim in doleful, pity-moving ſtrains, 

« And pence in hand- fulls ſhall reward your pains. 
Think on the joys which this day's care ſhall yield, 
* And reap, with judgment in yon fertile field. 

** Haſte to your ſeveral poſts—diſperſe—adieu y 
Let Jamny Waljon's be your rendezvous.” 


Ere yet we jog to join the feſtive fray, 
This cheequer'd ſcene invites the eye's ſurvey, | 
Gay, flowery fields in level order lie ; 

Corn fields, luxuriant, feaſt the greedy eye. 
The fattening herds in ſilence graze the vale ; _ 
The white-fleec'd nations“ bleetings fill the gale, 
Here wood. lands riſe: there Waters gently run, 
And Carli/le's turrets glitter in the ſun, 


Northward bend down your eye tow vards N eptune $ 
flood, 


There ſtands the place where lately IWeddam ſtood, 
Alas ! no traces of it now remain, 

Its lofty ſons lie level on the plain. | 
Youths yet unborn ſhall mourn thy fall in tears, 
(For fame ſhall ſpeak thee to their envying ears) 


There 
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“There ſtood, they'll ery, fam'd Weddam wood 
of ore; act lu 

< But now alas! the wond*rous wood's no more; 

< Elſe might we, joyful, in ſome future day, 

“Have made thy jet inhabitants our prey.“ 

Stretch now your eye acroſs the wat ry green. | 

And cloud-kiſs'd Criffel ſhnts the ſpacious ſcene, . | 


Arriv'd; the plain with crouded numbers ſhews 
With Border Jockies, and with well-dreſs'd Beaux. 
Here Beauty's daughters will your hearts aſſail, 
Except well guarded by diſcretion's mail. 

What heart but muſt their charms reſiſtleſs feel, 
Flounc'd. and be- furbelow'd from head to heel ? 
Weſtward the plain the lowing nations keep, 

Wedg'd in thick phalanx, and battalia deep. 
Fly, men of doubt! far from this proſpect fly! 


Horns—horns are worm-wood to the jealous eye. 


Here the white labours of the loom proclaim, 
The weaver's ſkill, and thrifty houſe-wite's fame. 
There heaps of ginger-bread their charms diſplay, 


And ſhine tefulgent in the face of day. 
Behold 
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Bchold that School-boy's keen, devouring look ! 


Ah! would he thus contemplate on his book, 


In future day we might ſurvey the ſpark, 


Strut an Attorney's, or a Pariſh-clerk, 
Gauze, ribbons, lace in gay profuſion lie, 


Hats, caps, and cloaks to catch the female eye. 


Brooms, baſkets, bee-hives, and bright Bor/lam-ware 
Shall not remain unſung in Ręſlay: fair. 


New eaſt-ward to the Horſe-fair let's advance, 

Where ſteel-arm'd heels make Switch, and _Bob-1ail 
prance. 

Whips cut the air, and pattering hoofs the ground 

And nags kick, canter, neigh, curveſt and bound. 

Laſt, let's examine what the coverts yield, 

Beat up the canvas · quarters of the field. 

Here muſic's ſound its pleaſing pow'r imparts, | 

Strikes on the ear, and ſteals into our hearts. 

Ros'd health, and aukward honeſty advance, 

In uncouth bounds to lead the ruſtic dance. 

Dame Nature's ſteps are here moſt deftly ſhewn, 

And the green's bruis'd with jumping Babbing Joan. 


Thus having view'd the fair from fide to ſide, 


Beſt take bright day-light tor my homeward guide. 
| why 
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Why ſhould 1 faunter till the ſetting ſun. 

To ſee crowns crack'd, and bleeding noſes run? 
Potations powerful then enflame the brain, 

And oaths, and uproar fill the reeling plain. 
Not but a glaſs I've ta en- the truth's confeſt— 
Zack Todd ſtill keeps a bottle of the beſt. 


Adieu, then, to fam'd Roflay's feſtive day! 
Slow down the Many-banks I'll bend my way : 
With muſing pace ſeek Standing-/tonia's glade, 
And ſtretch me, weary d, in its verdant ſhade. 


TT 
On the Report that Mr. Garrick had 
quitted all Connection with the Stage. 


=—_ | (ery'd hot Richard, and redden'd 
J with rage) N 
<« Has then renown'd Roſcius quite quitted the 
ſtage ? | : 
« By gad, then the Public is prettily fobb'd : 
<< By Garrick is cheated, is cozen'd, and robb'd.“ 


By 


— 
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By Garrick! (ys Tom, with a gape and a ſtate) 

ce Yeg----by Garrick I ſay----by Garrick, I ſwear, - 

*The ſtage has of Speer 'ong been — ſweet 
ſource; þ | 

* Bereave me of Mrs; as well take my purſe. 

« Then Garrick has robb'd us- tis clear as the day 

« For the ſtage is no ſtage, when great Garrick's 


away. 


PUDDING good to ſettle LOVE. 
A Chriſtmas Tale. 


HERE liv'd 2*Squire—no matter where 
All's one for that, or here or there; 
Or in the high-land, or the vale, - 
Is foreign to our Chriltmas-tale. 2 
This Squire of all thing's had great plenty: 
Of ſervants he, at leaſt, had twenty. 
There's Moll the cook, Sue, Dick the groom 
For more I cannot here ſpare room ; 
They are no actors in this play, 
So we'll omit their names to- day. 


Dick 
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Dick was right apt to learn his letters, 
Study'd the manners of his bettets. 

The Squire was prone to w- e, and game, 
Dick copy 'd cloſe, and did the ſame. * 
Moll dearly lov'd to hear Dick prattle; 
Sue not diflik*d his coaxing tattle. 


Dick vow'd he loy'd Moll beyond meaſure; 
Suſan he call'd his heay*nly treaſure. 


»T'was night, and all retir'd to reſt; 
But who the laſt—that Dick knew beſt. 
In his retreat this ſtupid groom 
Miſtook his road, and hit Sue's room. 
How Suſan flept—that Sue can beſt tell 


But Moll ſnor'd loud, and ſeem'd to reſt well. 


#- 
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(Cook-maids, you know, firſt always muſt up, | 


To light the fire: the houſe to duſt up) 


Moll woke, ſtretch'd, yawn'd, and blew her noſe : 


Rubb'd her blear eyes, took ſnuff, and roſe, 
She grop'd her way, and down ſtairs got 
Alas! her candle is forgot. 

Up ſtairs again, of courſe, ſhe packs, 

« Light 1 muſt have, for light I lacks.” 


—_ 
a 


— : 5 — 
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As honeſt Dick had done PIES 

She blunder'd, and op'd Suſan's door. 

What firſt ſhe ſaw---(the moon ſhin'd bright) 
Was Dick's blue breeches hn'd with white. 

« Alake | this fight---awelladay ! 

64 Them here, Dick's ſelf's not far away.” 
She pick'd them up---the lovers flept--- 

And flowly out again ſhe crept. 

Her fact with anger burnt ſo bright, 


She now tripp'd down ſtairs by it's light. 
She with reproaches mix'd her work; 

She light the fire; © hard hearted Turk |” 
She waſh'd the hearth, the houſe ſhe ſwept; 
Too ſure---too ſure with Sue he ſlept!ꝰ 
She ſcowr'd the lid, ſhe waſh'd the pot; 

<« Are all thy oaths to Moll forgot?“ 

She rubb'd the chairs, the cup-boards too; 
* Can'ſt thou to Moll prefer black Sue? 
She clean'd the tongs, fire-ſhovel, poker; 

ce Is't come to this, thou vile provoker ! ? 
he'll be reveng'd : with rage ſhe's burning; 
To ſweet revenge Moll's mind is turning. 
Now, whillt Moll her revenge is brewing, 
Let's peep to ſee what Dick is doing. 


i | | (. 
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Dick woke and ſwore; as legends ſay, 4 
By the ſeven lars twas almoſt day,, : Z 
And with a quid chas'd fleep away. * 1 2 | 
He left the fide of his ſweet Sue, 

To ſeek his cloaths ; what muſt he do? 

He muſt not ſtay till the ſun riſes, 

To be diſcover'd by ſurprizes. 

He grop'd the floor all round, and round, 
% Breeches !”*---no breeches to be found. 
He ſcratch'd his head, and hung it down, 
< Pd not have loſt them for a crown i 
% Adzookers, Sue, where can they be?“ 


« Alas! thou know'ſt they*re not on me.” Y 
Again he grop'd all round the floor 

% Old N.-k has got the breeches ſure! ” 
At laſt both Dick and Sue conclude, 

That rats had with them made too rude. | 
6 Theſe plaguy rats----the D- rot them 
66 As ſure as death have ſurely got them : 
* Into their holes trail'd clean and clever; 
* My breeches more I ſhall ſee never !”? 
Concluded thus, Dick, in a funk, 

To his own proper chamber flunk. 


E 


The ſun, from th' eaſt tip- toe iſſuing, 
Look'd round to ſee what th* world was doing: 
Darting keen rays from its clear eyes, 
Bade ſleep awake, and mortals riſe. 


Now if you'll grant one grain of patience, | 
PI ſhew how each went to their ſtations. 5 | 
Dick ſcrubb'd his horſes | in the ſtables; F : . 
Moll ſcour'd the pewter: Sue the tables. 7 
The reſt concerns us not, we've ſaid, | 
So wth them we'll not faſh * our head. 


"Twas Chriſtmas-time when this fell out 8 


As *tmight be now or now about. 


This day the Squire, men, maids and all, 

A feaſting go, both great and ſmall; 

No chriſtian creature ſtay'd at home, 

Save Moll the cook and Dick the groom. 

In ſtudying how to be reveng'd | 
Moll had almoſt her brain unhing'd. ID BE 
Should I the down-thump ftory tell, 

6 He'll ſtamp, ſtare, 2 - uy death "ward hell! 


; « Can't 


* Cumberland werd for Trouble, 
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ce Can't I ſome gentler method find. fit bots 


e To ſhew' the = hon eaſe et mind? 
I havit—— 


® <4 > 
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She ſtuff d them in the pudding yoke, 1 
And popp'd them in the porridge pot; 3 
TY an eee or burgs oro,” 


* * * * ans * 
9 1 *#4 


The ** now, w was aro "ny | 
Moll call'd Dick in from out the ſtable. 


Dick ſtill ſtood ſtiffiy to his tack ; WEST 


From a beef. fight ne'er turn'd his e 30 
Mutton was ſweet, fat beef was good, 
But pudding was his darling food- 


The beef ſmoak'd onthe table 8 L 81% 


Dick enter'd with a placid grin; 
Moll heap'd his plate, and heap'd again, 
Till Dick's chops fairly cry'd, Amen!“ 


He wip'd the greaſe from off his checks 


(For it o'erflow'd at both his wicks) 
Then roſe ; “ Stop Dick, I had forgot, 
„There's yet a pudding in the pot.“ 

A pudding —zooks, now by this beit, 
* Had I known that, I'd eat leſs beef.“ 

« E 2 


+ 4 


- 


= 


os 
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He grop'd his jacket, found it tigt; 

No odds, twas pudding: he would try't. 

Moll brought it: there work for thy guts; 

«© Unloos't; thou'lt find it no deaf nuts. 

6 Adzookers !_—he's a jolly rogue; 

< Pudding's your right, true Engliſh progue! 

* Haſt thou put plumbs, or ſomething good in?“ 

e In eating lies the proof of pudding. . 

C Unloos't— dear Dick, why doſt thou linger?” 

Love 'tis ſo hot ( whew !Y*thas burnt my finger. 

Dick cut the ſtring, and op'd the clout, 

And ſhook the luſty pudding out. 

< Odflordikins !\— why, by the maſs, 

I think it be my breeches, laſs ! 

© Ard what I tock for precious plumbs, 

Be buttons black tack'd on with thrums. 

« Ah Dick” cry'd Moll, and ſhook her head, 
Huſh——buſt! (cry'd Dick) nge is ſaid; 
From hence to death I'll conſtant be: 

Stick to thee, Moll, and only thee. 

Of this reſt ſatisfy d and ſure, 

PII ne'er more paſs my Molly's door. | 
Oft have I heard, but now can prove, * 
1 bat pudding 's good at ſettling love. 


* 
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A 7 80 to make: a MACARONI N 


WI make a Macaroni, or ſmart modern 
beau, | e 

From the crown of his i to the tip of his toe, 
Attend but five minutes, I'll preſently ſnew. 
His head his ſweet head! be't my primary care, 
To give it the ton — the true Frenchify'd air; 
Puff, powder, and frizzle, and then fix upon it, 
What he calls a hat, but what I call a bonnet. 
Let it cock on the crown, not approach to the car, 


That Midas's honours may plainly appear. 
From the tail of a horſe, or the tail of a cow, 
Take hair, fourteen pounds—a dozen won't do- 
Club, tack'd to his head; let it reſt on his back, 
In bulk not much leſs than a Scotch-pedlar's pack. 
Round his neck twiſt a cravat---put lace on't enough 
Puff'd, and frill'd in the form of a Queen Beſs ruff, 
In his breaſt ſtick a noſe-gay---I beg you'd be ſure, 
That its ſize may be that of a large Colliflower, 
His coat---pſha ! I'm wrong---'tis his jacket I mean, 
Muſt reach that below it his b. M may be ſeen. * 

q 0 
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Waiſtcoat, a-la-tambour, ſnips, ſnappers, and jags, 
Muſt dance to the muſick of taſſels and tags. 
Make his breeches to hang mighty looſe on his ham, 
Like Trowſer van Hougher's from fair Rotterdam. 
Silk ſtockings, with clocks. interwoven with gold ; 
Shoes red-heel'd, and buckles of Lilliput's mold. 
With ſcent and perfume, and the d- knows what 
Let him ſtink full as rank as a Muſcovy-cat. 
Chicken- gloves for his hands, and to make him 
_ compleat, | 
A ik like a May-pole to thump Ps the ſtreet, 


The ornaments outward Pve ſhewn ; now rn fhew 
The inward Contents of this gold-letter”d beau. 
Alas, a miſtake!---ſore I've ſearch'd, but in vain, 
I0o ſind worth in his heart, or wit in his brain. 


Ode for the Birth- 11 of his Royal 
Highneis, George, Prince of Wales. 
"HIS day let doudleſs ſuns illume the ſkies ; | 


In ev' ry breaſt let heart · felt joys ariſe. 
77 Bleſs' d, 
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Bleſs'd bounteous day! which 11 the blooms 
ing boy, 
GEORGE, lov'd of heay'n, of ex ry heart the j joy. 
Strike, ſtrike the lyre with jocund glee, 
Let nought be heard but harmony; 
Let Albion's fons exulting ſing, 
And hail their rightful, riſing king. 
Hence Diſcord, raven-wing'd, away! 
Nor dare to ſhade this glorious day, | 
Bleſs'd Peace, approach! and in thy train 
Health, grace, and wiſdom bring to work his fu« 
ture reign! 8 1 
Thy tunefol aid Apollo bring, 
Whilſt we attune the trembling ſtring ; ; 
The notes with muſick's Soul inſpire, 
Sweetly ſtealing higher, higher! 
Till rapt'rous airs, full - choruſs'd, load the gale, 
And hills and ſhores repeat the pleaſing tale. 
Waft them, ye winds ! wide o'er the ſeas convey. 
Th' approach of George's natal, this auſpicious 
day. Aae | | 13 
Safcty's Genius! ſpread thy wing, 
And ſhield from harm our future king. 


* "WF : * * « 
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ven- handed Juſtice, white-rob'd Truth, 
Mark for your own the royal youth. . 

Courage, lend thy generous flame, 

With deeds of glory grace his name, 

But chief, Religion, heay'n-born gueſt! 

Glow with bright ardor in his breaſt ; 

Then when heav'n calls his ſacred Sire away, 
(But far, far diſtant be remov'd that day) 
This God-like youth in regal ſtate ſhall move, 
And reign ſole Sov'reign of his People's love. 


The Threſher's Lamentation over his 
broken Flail, 5 


LAS, my faithful Flail is broke! 

Ill-fated hour! unlucky ſtroke! 
No help : misfortunes viſit all, 

The mighty great, the humble ſmall, 4 
Of thee II) ſay, thrice-truſty fail, Wy | 
Thou on thy friend neer yet turn'd tail, x A 
Say, ye that traffick with mankind, | * 
Did you e'er friends thus faithful find? 

When 
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When the beclouded, troubled ſky, 

Wept torrents from its watery eye; 

When dripping poultry chuckling fled, 
In barn or bier to hide their head, | 

Then thou, old friend, haſt beck'd me in,. 
Leſt ſoaking ſhowers ſhould wet my kin. 

When cold North-winds full bleakly blow, 


When froſts nip keen, when deep the ſnow-; 


When Jane with fewel feeds t ne fire, 

Pil'd to the erook —or ſomewhat higher; 
When round the hearth all croud about, 
Each door clos'd in to keep cold out; 
Dancing a jig with thee, old friend! 

Nor fires I hecd, froſt, ſnow, or wind. 

A dozen ſhakes of thy ſmooth neef, 

Baniſh cold from me like a thief : 

Paint on my cheeks a healthful glow ; 

Can monarchs ſuch a boon beſtow? 
Thy loſs 1 fore lament I vow— 

But I muſt fix another to; 5 
One like thee never; thou had'ſt no rival— 
Thou'lt yet light fires, or make * Thival. 


7 


"FLAT 


= 


A wooden inftrument, wherewith haſty-pudding is cooked. 
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Is this the gratitude of man! 
Who can fit filent ?---what Flail can? 
Thou faid'ſt, even now, I've ſtood thy friend, 
Sav'd thee from froſt, ſnow, rain and wind, 


Canſt then deſire, in conſcience? name, | 
To burn thy ſhins at my bright flame? 
To cauſe me help to cook thy food! Ec” 


To ſcald r me in hot haſty- pud ? 


Whate' er men think, I think it "hard, 

That flames and death ſhould truth reward, 
Did I, &er yet, or grudge or glump, 
When bruis'd full fore with many a thump, 
With many a heavy-laid-on thwack, 

Againſt my ſides, and on my back? 

I ncer was ſtiff, or ſtubborn found; 

Point but thy hand, I ſtrait ran round. 


Wilt thou for this, allot thy ſlave 
A blazing bed, or boiling grave? 


Can men, in clear conviction's ſpite, 


A good turn with an ill requite? 


Is it for this men pore and read, 
To turn their backs on friends in need ? 


— 


Tf 
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If fo, at fate PII never rail, | 
That form'd me but an humble . | 
Revoke my doom; oh! let me be 
Interr'd in flail- like decency; 
And when thy flour thou haſt dreſt, 
Lay me beneath that old oak - cheſt. 
is the laſt boon I eer ſhall ſue— 
I faint !---I die l.-Adieu! Adieu! 
XNXNNXNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN 
i , 
The Old Cock, and the Young ones, 
A Fable. 
TTEND! whilſt Chanticleer I ſing, 

Who long had crow'd the dung-hill's king I 
Who pubble ſhew'd and plump was grown, 
With reaping where he ne'er had ſown. - 

His ſtrength was mighty, great his fame, 
His chuckle law where'er he came. 

It chanc'd (as only right it ſhould) - 

Dame Partlet hatch'd a num'rous brood, 
And when the family was rear d. 
Tus cocks amongſt the crowd appear 4. 


Partlet's 
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Partlet's two ſons with ſorrow view'd 

Their tyrant Sire's ingratitude. 

He bruis'd their heads with many a bat ; 

The young cocks ſtary'd : the old grew fat, 
| Vex'd to the heart at ſuch hard uſage, 
They ſwore they'd fall to blows and bruiſage, 
It, when their troubles they had told, 

Their father ſhould redreſs withhold. 

'Twas hard (they cry'd) *twas curs'd vexation, 
Worſe than No Tyranny Taxation, 

Thus to monopolize the whole, 

When the kind farmer ſirew*-or . 
They now their grievances expreſs 

In duteous terms, and crave redreſs : 

Beg that their griets he'd mitigate, 

And grant them leave---at leaſt to eat; 

Ii not —why for themſeives they'd carve, 
And bravely dic, ere baſely ſtarve, 

% fHebellious ſlaves ! (th? old cock replies) 

% both your pray'rs, and power deſpiſe. 

„ Reign I not here with ſov'reign ſway ? 

% Hear this; crouch, chuckle, and obey ; 

fl heſe ſpurs elſe view them! at one blow, 
Miſcreants! ſhall lay you, fluk ring low.” 


cc 


The | 


M1iSCELLANEOUsS PoE us. 61 


The young Cocks breaſts now ſwell d with fury, 
Thus to be caſt ſans judge or jury. | 
Meat they muſt have, or they muſt die ; 

| Therefore the fate of war they'll tr. 2 


Full fiercely now all three fell to't ; . 
It prov'd a ſtiff, and ſturdy bout; 
On both ſides blood ran down, no doubt. 
The old cock found what he not thought ——» 
That the young cocks moſt fiercely fought. 
A truce! (he cry'd) let bickerings ceaſe ; #/ Ax 
« Let's try to compromiſe the caſe. 
« That broad Meſt. end the dung-hill there, 
« Shall be your lot; this South my ſhare. - 
« There ſcratch and peck, and live at peace, 
« Henceforth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe.” | | 
The young cocks anſwer'd, Peace we grant 5 
For peace we pray, for peace we pant, 
VWith leave to feed on what we find, 15 
That natural right of all cock- kind. 
We'll now proclaim it far and near, 


Long live our Sov' reign, CHANTICLEER! 


The conflict ceas'd, the cocks all three, 


Now live in peace, and amity. 1 
cc 
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The moral, Sir? beyond a doubt, 
Without my aid, you'll make it out. 


On the DEATH . a HARD; 


Which, being purſued 4 2 Hawk, took 8 in 
the Author's breaſt, and was afterwards preſerved 
by a young Lady ſeveral us in a 1 52 


ND i is Eliza? 8 . Lark no more? 

Mourn, mourn, Eliza! Dick's ſad fate deplore! 
Nor thou alone: the Muſe, in mournful lays, 
Shall ſing his dirge, and ſorrowing, ling his praife. 


Soon' as night's duſky curtains were withdrawn 


And the grey Eaſt proclaim'd the coming dawn, 


Dick ſhook his plumage, tun'd his varied note, 
And pour'd'melodious mattins from his throat, 


Nor ceas'd his ſong, which nature's ſelf inſpir'd, 


Till the bright ſun to weſtern worlds retir'd. 
Sweet were his warblings: ſweet to ev'ry ear; 


To thine Eliza they were doubly dear. 

Oft haſt thou cull'd, attentive to his good, 

The choiceſt grain the bounteous year beſtow'd 
Waſh'd 
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Waſh'd his wire cage with unremitting care, 
To make harſh bondage ſtill leſs harſh to bear 
But ah, in vain ! poor Dick has ta'en his flight, 
Left the bright day, and funk in endleſs night. _- 
Was it for this I ſtretch'd my hand to fave 
Thee, panting, gaſping, from a living: grave, | 
When the fell Hawk; borne on the wings of prey, 
Purſu'd thee, ſhrieking down th' aerial way ? 
Muſt too, Eliza, for her tender care, ; 
A ſhort-liv'd joy, but laſting ſorrow ſhare-? 
This day let ſolemn ſilence reign arqund, 
For Dick, this day, lays breathleſs on the ground. 
Ye hollow, howling winds that wildly roar, , 


Like waves daſh d dreadful on the foaming ſhore; 


Ceaſe your rude clamours, huſh'd be ev'ry blaſt, 
For Dick, Eliza's lark, now breathes bis laſt. 
Tread loft, ye {wains, acroſs the boarded floor, 
For Dick, Eliza's mych-lov'd lark's no more 


©S©© SSS ada 
The Miſtaken Swain. A Tale. 


ALEMON, Sc £51 youthful ſwain, | 


Liv'd 1 in fair Cumbria $ fertile Plain, 
_ a 5 Paternal 
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Paternal acres own'd him lord; 

His barns were with their product ſtor'd. 

His. barley malt, his malt made ale, 

Barrell'd and bottled, mild and ſtale. 

Herds fattening in his field appear'd ; 

He ate the beef himſelf had rear d. 

His white fleec'd flocks their aid afford; 

Sweet mutton ſmok'd upon his board. 

His ponds were fill'd with ducks good ſtore; 

Turkeys and hens patroll'd the door. 

His garden was plann'd in the ton, 

To profit by, not look upon; 

Roots, pulſe of all kinds plenteous grew, 

And cabbage flouriſh'd—not a few. 

An orchard too, high wall'd about, 

Supply'd him with delicious fruit. 

The red-ſtreak, ronnant, peach and pear, 

Were found in full perfe&ion there. 

His houſe within was in trim plight, 

His cup- boards ſhining, pewter bright. 

Of tables, chairs a numerous train ! 

All things were there, but all were plain 

For though with plenty crown'd, yet he 

Lov'd in his heart frugality, 
His 


_ — 3 
. 
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His days with heartful eaſe were bleſt, 

His nights with ſound refreſhing reſt. - 

Wy Happy Palemon ! happy, ſure, _ 

„ If wealth can happineſs procure. 4 . | 3 
Friend, you miſtake the matter vide 8 
Palemon's heart figh'd—for a bride. _ 

A bride was wanting, then, you hear 3 
His j joys— cares he had none to ſhare. | 

A while he muſt the plains forſake : >. i Þ 
A journey to the City take; | 
Preſſing concerns of high import, 
Demand his preſence at the court. 


He lodg'd 3 in Thames” 8 trading ſtreet, is ; I | 
Where Car- men curſe, and coal-carts meet, | 
When hunger crav'd, with humble mind, 
He at ſome chop-houſe ſnugly din'd. , 
Each ſtreet, each lane he travers'd o'er, | i þ 
From Charing-croſs to Wapping's ſhore. 
He ſaw lords, ladies, belles, and beaux, 
Bear-baitings, plays, and puppet-ſhows. 
He ſaw—well worth the ſight, I ween, 
Our gracious king, and virtuous queen : 


F | And 
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And, what is bleſs'd by ev'ry tongue, 
The blooming race that from them ſprung. | 
But what ſtruck moſt his wond'ring ſight, © 8 
Was fair Flippanta, goddefs bright! 
He ſaw, and felt love's rankling dart 

With painful pleaſure pierce his heart. 
Flippanta's head tow'r'd in the ta. E © 

She in her betters* foot-ſteps trod ; CES 

In dreſs above her income ſhone : 

Her age eighteen or thereupon. 

She was deep in romances read'; 
Dear diſſipation was her trade. 4 220 
At routs and drums her face was known, 
At church but rare. 


if ever neun. 
Theſe gay Flippanta' $ foibles were ; | a . 
-----Worſe fall to many a female” $ ſhare. 

A ſomewhat giddy girl, tis true, L 
But virtuous---give the d---l his due. A 


*Twas now Palemon's only care, 
To gain admittance to the fair. 
He gain'd the wiſh'd-for interview, 
And did what vows, and fighs could do. 


— 


His 
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His ſoft love-rhapſodies prevail; 
Flippanta liſten'd to the tale. 

Charming! (ſhe cry'd) J loves, I vows, 

<< Groves, grottos, brooks, and rural views.“ 

Short work they made : a bargain ſtruck; 

« Of long delays there n&er comes luck.“ 

Behold them now as man and wife, 

In wedlock's fetters link d for life. | 


Impatient to diſplay his bride, 
Palemon, poſt-haſte, homeward hied. 


. What beds, ill-made, the lovers met, 
What meals, worſe cook'd, the lovers ate, 
What jolts they ſuffer'd to and fro, 

With up-hill je! and down je-ho ! 

What Inn-keepers' impoſing bills, 

What hundred other trav'Ilers ills 

They met, *twere tedious to relate; 

We land them at Palemon's gate, 

And give them, weary*das they were, 
Ibis night to fleep's refreſhing care. 


The ſun in all its luſtre roſe, : 
And wak'd pleas'd Nature from repoſe: 
| F2 Call'd 
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Call'd forth each flower, and whiſtling ſwain, 
And muſick from the feather'd train. 

« Flippanta fair, my blooming bride, 

«© Awake, awake | (Palemoa cry'd) | 

« Let's to the ſcented fields repair, 

Jo taſte the ſweets of morning air. 

& Each lawn invites thy welcome tread ; 

« Ariſe, my fair!” Palemon ſaid. 

© Lard! what a pother do you — ; 

Can't you lay ſtill, and let folks ſleep. 

The cocks have crow'd all night, I'vow; 
And muſt I now be teaz d by you? 

My head! my head! what ſhall I do? 

At twelve (perhaps) I may repair, 

* To taſte the ſweets of morning air.” 

She turn'd her back and clos'd her eyes, 
With Twelve's the hour I always riſe. 


La 


* 


Palemon left his loving bride, 
Though not paſt half well ſatisfy'd, 
« If thus ſo ſoon, (and heav'd a ſigh) 
& What muſt I look for by and bey' ** 


His fears, he fund, were no falſe . 4 
Each day with new-born trouble teems. 


Flippanta 
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Flippanta now her reign began. 
Inſpection was her firſt day's plan. 

The Manſion-houſe muſt firſt be view'd ; 

«© Good lard ! how gothic, rough, and rude ! 
“How low the roof! the doors how high! 

% Not one bow-window can I ſpy ! 

The walls too—built of paltry brick! 
The very fight on't makes me ſick; 

© Immenſely aukward!” fo ſhe found, 

It muſt be re-built from the ground. 

Its inſide was run over next; | Tn? 
And here ſhe found a copious text. 

Some rooms were narrow, ſome too long, 
The tables ſlender, chairs too ſtrong, | 
The floors coarſe deal - and not too clean; 

« Gods! not one carpet to be ſeen! 

The kitchen narrow, and all that; 

& Scarce room in't, poz! to whip a cat! 
The beds were hum! why but ſo, ſo--- 
% For uſe entirely not for ſhew.“ 

The curtains ' frightful!ꝰ camblet blue: 
& Not one Chintz counterpane, I vow.” 
She rummag'd high, ſne rummag'd low; 
But all was wrong that e'er ſhe ſaw, 
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The verdict was: „ The caſe is plain; 

« Tt muſt be furniſh'd o'er again.” 

Flippanta's criticizing eye, 

Muſt, next, the garden's faults eſp7. | 
„ Oh, ſhocking, ſhocking, ſhocking fight! 
cc This place can never give delight. A 
No images, nor Ha-ha walls, 

4 No terras- walks, nor water -falls: 


A garden !---a wild wilderneſs!“ 

In ſhort to write all ſhe found wrong 
Would make our tale appear too long. 
Palemon's peaceful hours were fied ; 

He figh'd deſpair, and thus he faid : 

* Oh! had I choſe—— miſtaken ſwain 

« A partner meet from off the plain, 

« Each hour had then been peaceful cafe ; 
“Each moſt had firove which moſt ſhould pleaſe. 
* How could I think a city wife, | 

&« Would ſuit the ſcenes of rural life?“ 

© Ceaſe, ceaſe, Palemon ! ceaſe to mourn ; 
Things may yet take a happier turn.“ 

Chance cas d the troubles of his mind, 

As by the ſequel you ſhall find, = 24/3 
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One day Flippanta would repair, 

To taſte the ſweets of evening air. E's, 

She walk d too late: a cold the caught z Ko 
The cold a burning fever brought: M 
The fever, death: and deatg brou ght what ? 25 ” 
Palemon's priſtine, happy ſtate. 


To he Memory of a young Gentle 
man, who died in the Service of the 
Hon. the Eaſt- india Compan y. 


LESS'D ſhade! if ſtill thou hoy'rſt in the air, 
Nor pat pas join d thy heav'nly-deltin'd place, 
Accept the tribute of a grateful tear. 

Sacred to friendſhip, worth, and manly grace. 


Why, Glory! did'{t thou in his boſom glow, 
To tempt to o Aſia's parch'd, and noxious plains ? 
Twas there the * tyrant ſtruck the untimely blow; 


For this the muſe weeps o'er his lov'd xemains. 
Declare, 


F ww _—— — ——— —— Sx hag * 
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Declare, Melpomene ! in mournful lay, © 
The various virtues that illum'd his breaſt! 
No virtue there e er bore pre-eminent ſway ; 
« Fach ſocial virtue ſhone alike confeſt. 

IV. | 

« A friend to virtue, and to vice a foe, 

“Gay without pride, ſincere without a guile, 


« His feeling breaſt diſſolv'd at others' woe; 
“ When virtue wept, he ne'er was ſeen to ſmile.“ 


V. 
Such was the man, whom heav'n has made 
| its own, 
Such were the virtues which illum'd his breaſt 3 
His mortal part's no more: his ſpirit's flown 
To meet thoſe joys which goodneſs gives the bleſt. 


VI, 
Ceaſe, then, the guſhing tear, the heaving ſigh, 
Nor at th' Almighty's juſt decrees repine 
He falls to riſe to immortality : x 
Leaves carthly woes to ſhare the joys divine, 


Epitaph 
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Epitaph on a Wreſtler. 
HE lies the man beneath this ſtone, 
Who often threw, but ne'er was thrown. 
Before him his antag niſts fell, | 
As many a broken bone can tell. 

Death cry'd, © I'll try this man of ſtrength ; ” 
And laid him here at his full length, _ 


ODE to LOVE. 


H AIL, Love! whoſe ſoft, bewitching reign, 
Pervades alike the court and plain; 

At whoſe bright ſhrine all mortals bow, 

From ſcepter'd Sov'reign's to the plow. 


Thy magic charm, thy touch divine, 
Reclaims the lewdeſt libertine : 
Enſlaves the free, ſubdues the brave 


And to a monarch mounts a ſlave, 
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Thy power can make coy virgins kind, 
The dumb, in figns, to ſpeak his mind, 
The clown a beau, the baſhful bold, 

The miſer to forget his gold. 


Thy genial ſway all nations own, 
From Lapland to the torrid zone; 


The heart of ice thou mak*ſt to glow, 


And warmer ſpirits warmer flow. 


Thy pow'r inverts great nature's laws, 


On age a © ſmack of youth beſtows ; 
Thou mak ſt e' en dreary deſerts gay, 
And ſtern November ſmile like May. 


Thou canſt aſſiſt the Poet's pains, 
To fing in ſweeter happier ſtrains : 


Perſuade—how ſtrange! with pow'ful plea, 
The Lawyer to forego his fee. On 


Thou canſt pale penury's woes aſſuage, ; 
To pity turn the tyrant's rage: 
In captive chains the conqueror lead, 


And make fat manks renpunge their greed. 
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Thou canſt—what ist thou canſt not do? | 
Mild as a dove thou mak'ſt the ſhrew; _ j 
To care's keen ſons can give content; | 1 
Love takes the lead of cent, per cent, | | 
Hail, then, thou ſoul of foft deſires, \ 
| Whoſe breath extatic bliſs inſpires, ; 
At whoſe bright ſhrine all mortals bow, 
From ſcepter'd ſov'reigns to the plow. | 
To a Gentleman on "ako Day of his 5 


Marriage. 
EIGN, Muſe, to a my humble, artleſs lay, 
Whilſt I, well pleas d, Gog Florio's nuptial 
Pa | 
The fair Eliza, grac'd with matchleſs charms, 
Vouchſafes, this day, to bleſs her Florio's arms. | | 
Light thy bright torch, and, Hymen, haſte war. 
This is Eliza's, Florio's nuptial day. 
Haſte, come, Eliza, by the Graces led, 
Florio's fair fields await thy welcome tread, 
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At thy approach gay ſcenes ſhall look more gay, * 
And bleak November breathe the ſweets of May. 
Haſte, come, Eliza, by the Graces led, 

Each verdant lawn invites thy welcome tread. 
Breathe on your flutes your ſofteſt notes, ye ſwains, 
To welcome fair Eliza to theſe plains. 

Hail, happy pair! may health's fair florid ſmile, g 
Your moments gladden, and your care's beguile! 
May length of days be lent you from above ; 

May mutual liking with your years approve ! 
May Plenty's cup, profuſe it's bounties pour ; 

May joys domeſtic ſweeten ev'ry hour ; 

And may each babe Eliza's womb ſhall bear, 


Its father's wor TH, its mother's swEETNESS 
Gare! 


The Remonſtrance of a Light Guinea, 
Addreſſed to the Men at the Helm. 
Ne ſpeak, when thus my brethren all are 


martyr'd ! | 


Sooner may I myſelf be cut and quarter d! 


MisczLLlAMTous Por us. 77 


] will---muſt ſpeak to eaſe my burthen'd+breaſt, 

With ſcruples, grains, and penny-weights oppreſt. 

Oh, dire diſgrace, diſtreſsful to declare, | 

Thus to ſuſpend us, ſhameful, high in air! 

Thus to purſue us with unceaſing hate, 

And all the tyrannizing tricks of fate / | 

To brand (till now) our bright, unſully'd name 

With, “light. deficient, oh, eternal ſhame ! 

Ill-fated period! little did I think, 

That thus they'd e'er have ſerv'd old Engliſh chink. 

Were I---but now, alas ! I'm out of date - 

I'd probe theſe ulcerous cankers of the ſtate. 

Baſe regicides ! moſt impudently bold ! 

To ſcratch the face of Majeſty---in gold ! 

What cauſe to ſerve us ſuch a ſcurvy trick ? 

Perdition hurl them headlong to old N---k ! 

Have we not fought land-battles, ſea-ſights too, 

Made Spaniards cringe, and Frenchmen cry Mor- 
bleu ! 


Sapp'd walls, ſack'd cities, bulwarks blown in air, 
And on our backs borne all the weight of war ? 
Eager to conquer, ſtill averſe to yield, 


We've ſtood the brunt of many a well-fought field. 


We 
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We pay the ſoldier, and we pay the tar, 

Fit out your fire-ſhips, and your men of war. 
Theſe feats we do, as ſure as I'm now writing; 
For no more pay, by gad, Zirs, no more fighting ! 
What's our reward for braving death and ſtorms? 
Sharp ſhears diſſect, fierce fires diſſolve our forms. 


Alas, ſuch cutting, and ſuch burning work! 


The Ruſs more cruelly never ſerv'd the Turk. 


Gaping with wounds, thrown down with gingling 


thumps, 5 
Well may we, chop- fall n. mourn in doleful 
dumps. 13410 5 
Ingrates! don't we fill up the nectareous bowl, 
Make foot · men run, and flaming chariots roll ? 


D reſs your dull heads (we pay the French Frizeurs) 


In curls, and cues, in bags, and brigadiers ? 

We are your Caterers both by ſea and land ; 
Turtle and ven'ton ſmoke at our command, 
Nature we force your appetites to pleaſe, 

And in December treat you with green-peaſe. 
Who—who, ſave we, ſupport your racing breed? 
We pay the grooms, and we the horſes feed. 

We keep your doxies, and your dogs maintain; 
We raile your ſtately ſtructures on the plain. 


Our 
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Our magick power creates each pleaſing ſcene, 

The flowing fountain, and cloſe ſhaven- green, 

Proud tow'ring pyramids; and gay alcoves, 

Grand viſtas, grotto's, and ſweet-ſcented groves. 

And will you yet attack us, baſe-born band ! 

With /eales, with ſeruples, and with ſhears in hand 7 

Muſt we then fall inglorious in the field, 

By the baſe weapons which poor Taylors wield ? 

If we muſt fall in the unequal fight, 

And yield to lawleſs power's ſuperior might, 

Oh, Jv sTieE! hear thy er ſuppliant's 
prayer; 

Suſpend thy Equilibrium high i in air; 

This ſcale ſupply with honefty ——one grain, 

That with thoſe rebels to our golden reign ; 

Then ſhall all eyes behold the mighty's fall,” 

One grain of honeſty ſhall counterpoize them all. 
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While, ſweet paſtime! Angling be my theme, 
The pool's imooth ſurface, and the dimpled 


ſtream, 
Where 


4 
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Where the mute ſhoals, hid from the face of day, 
Beneath the wave divide their liquid way. | 
Thy banks, O Weiſa, oft with willing pace, 
I cautious tread to tempt the ſpeckled race: 
With fpring elaſtick dart the well-dreſs'd fly, 
Sure death in ambuſh to the finny fry. - 
When fate and hunger faſten on my hook, 
The mighty black-back'd monarch of the brook, 
Then all my practic'd ſkill, and ſtrength of line, 
Is us'd to keep the tugging captive mine. 
He firſt darts quick to gain the well-known root, 
Where long he ſwam, ſupreme, the ſov'reign trout. 
It he the confines of his cabin gain, 
Entangling roots ſhall ſnap my line in twain. 
But my ſtanch tackling, and well-temper'd rod, 
Have wheel'd him ſtruggling, paſt his old abode. 
Now up the ſtream he drives at rapid rate, 
And trys each ſcheme to ſhun purſuing fate. 
Now down, now up, now to, now fro? he flies ; 
I quick attend with eagre hand and eyes. 
Stung to the quick with agonizing pain, 
Alert he ſprings above the pool amain, 
Now hopes, now fears, alternate, ſhake my hand; 
Oh, could I drag him ſafely to the land! 

| Weak 
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Weak grow his powers, my expectations ſtrong, 

With eaſe I drag the fainting prize along. * 

Lo! the laſt efforts of his fan-broad tail ! 

It flaps the flood, and ſounds his parting knell. 
On the green bank, the victim yields his breath; 

Air, life to men, to trouts is certain death. 

Sweet paſtimes theſe! ſo innocent and pure, 

They might amuſe a monarch's leiſure hour. 


Oſt times the ſport has pauſe—-tis ſo decreed--s 
(For fiſh, like men, have ſtated hours to feed) 
Then Moor-houſe Ellers, then thy cool retreat, 


Prote&s me, panting, from the noon-tide heat 4 
Beneath thy wooing canopy I ſhare 


Sweets yet untaſted by the ſons of care. 

The tuneful tenants of the ſhade unite, 

Their voices various to infuſe delight. 

The Black- bird, Thruſh, gay Finch, and Linnet grey, 
In nature's concert join the joyous lay; 

The deep-ton'd Doves in cooing notes complain, 
And © babbling” Echo ſports with ev'ry ſtrain, 
The tardy flood ſcarce ſeems to creep along, 


As loth to leave the grove's enchanting ſong. 


G The 


82 A CoIlILECTION of 


The white-fleec'd nations bleatings from afar, 

Float in the breeze, and faintly ſtrike the ear. 

Acroſs the ſtream gay meads ſalute the fight, 

With flowers enamell'd, and with verdure bright. 

Beyond, rich glebe-lands riſe in proud array, 

And ſpread their glories to the god of day. 

Say ye ! that to the brilliant court repair, 

Or that attend to an Italian air, - 

Do ſcenes, thus pleaſing, ſeize your raviſh'd fight ? 

Do ſounds, thus ſoothing, give your ſouls delight ? 

Italian airs, and princely pomps ſeem mean, 

When Nature tunes the lyre, and paints the pomp- 
ous ſcene. 


Let me, then, here in Cumbria's pleaſing plain, 
Where rural ſports, and nature's proſpects reign, 
Reſign'd and fearleſs meet th' approach of fate, 
Unknown to fame, unenvy'd by the great. 
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* The 41ſt Chapter of Job; attempted 


in Engliſh Verſe, 


ANST thou Leviathan's enormous ſize, 
With cords entangle, or with hooks ſurprize? 
His weight unweildy by a pack- thread draw ? 
Or with a thorn transfix his flinty jaw ? 
Will he, obedient, crouch beneath thy hand? 
Or, like thy ſervants, fly at thy command ? 
Wilt thou with him, as with a ſparrow play? 
Or bind him for thy maidens? holiday? 
Shall num'rous cooks his pond'rous bulk prepare, 
That neighbouring nations may the banquet ſhare ? 
Barb'd irons from his ſolid ſides rebound ; 
On his firm ſkull can fiſh-ſpears ſcratch a wound ? 
Touch—view the monſter ! ſcan his matchleſs 
might, | 
Then fly precip'tate from th! appalling fight. 
If none dare meet his ſtrength, who then ſhall ſtand 
Before the terrors of my humbling hand ? 
G2 T, 
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I, at whoſe nod, bright ſuns and ſyſtems roll, 
All things created, and all things control. 
Hear, wond'ring worlds! whilſt I his pow'r proclaim, 
His parts proportionate, and his peerleſs fame. 
Who dares approach but to behold his face? 

To learn his likeneſs, or his parts to trace? 

Who can extend his wide and ſtubborn jaw, 

To view his teeth terriffic many a row ? 

His ſcaly pride emits a glorious glare, 

Its cloſe contexture ſcorns the ſcorching air. 

His eyes are broad, and as the morning bright ; 
His ſternutations aid the noon-day light. 

His glowing breath to heat the breeze conſpires; 
He belches ſinoak, and vomits vivid fires. 
His neck is ſtrung with ſtrength to wage the war; 
He ſcoffs at dangers, for he knows no fear. 
His fleſh in flakes fits firmly to his fides 

And all the rage of miſſive darts derides. 

His heart undaunted in his boſom glows, 

To charge (for paſtime) on his fierceſt foes. 
Should ſons of folly tempt his matchleſs might, 
They fly diſgrac'd, diſhonour'd from the fight. 

He laughs to ſcorn the implements of war, 


The ſword, the dart, habergeon, and the ſpcar ; 


The 


M1sCELLANEOUs Porus. 85 


The fruitleſs weapons from his ſides rebound, 
And, ſhiv'ring, whiz in ſplinters all around. 


Sharp- pointed rocks, as wax yields to the fire, 
Yield to his weight: cruſh'd, atom'd in the mire, 
Old Ocean ſhakes beneath the monſter's load, 
The boiling furface plainly points the road. 

His ample eye through wide Creation roves; 
Ot all my worldly works ſupreme in pride HE 


moves. 


The Houſe· Dog, Lap · Dog, and | the | 
Lady. A Fable. | 


ION had long the manfion watch'd ; 
Thieves, ſome he ſcar'd, and ſome he catch'd, 
With anxious care the houſe he kept ; 
He often wak'd, whilft others ſlept. 
He was a dog of generous kind ; 
On foes he growl'd, to friends ſhew'd kind. 


« Honelt ?*”—yes, as a dog need be; 


He never purloin'd ; no, not he. 


6.3 : Of 
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Of meat in pantry, or on ſpit, 

He ſcorn'd, unbid, to touch a bit. 

A cruſt to Lion ſeem'd as ſweet | 

As puddings, raw, or roaſted meat, 

Plain was his taſte, the fable ſays; 

How few ſuch dogs live now-a-days ? | 
Sometimes tho?---truth we needs uſt OWN" 


He lik'd to mouth a meatleſs bone, 


Beneath the roof that Lion kept, 
A lap-dog on ſoft cuſhions ſlept. 
He was the favourite of his dame; 
Madam liv*d high ; Pomp' did the ſame, 
He fed on boil'd : he fed on roaſt: 
Lapp'd ſugar'd tea, eat butter'd toaſt: 
Was fondly kiſs'd, and kindly preſt; 
« Oh! the ſweet creature! lovely beaſt |? 


Pompey was giv'n to doggiſh vice, 
Nor in his manners ought too nice. 
When madam would her Pompey kiſs, 
He'd lift his leg, and on her p- ſs. i 
His heart with avarice was replete; 

He grudg'd each bone the houſe- dog eat. 
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A pert, provoking, ſordid ſot; 
% What I can't eat, ſhall lie and rot.“ 


It chanc'd one day, in haplefs hour, 
Lion roam'd round the parlour floor, 
And off a plate made free to pick, 
The bare- ſuck-d thigh- bone of a chick. 
Pompey perceiv'd the plundering foe, 
And, thus incens'd : * Dear madam, Io! 
„ See, look, behold ! a-well-a-day ! 
The houſe-dog bears my bones away. 
“ Revenge, revenge the daring deed ; 
“Let the bold pilferer inſtant bleed; | 
C Pomp' elſe no more ſhall friſk and play, 
« And on your heaving boſom lay ; 
& Or kiſs your lips, or lick your face, 
„But die beneath the dire diſgrace. 
« Revenge, revenge the daring deed ; 
Let the bold pilferer inſtant bleed ! ”? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve,” his lady cry'd, 
Thy wiſhes ſhall be gratify'd. 
He dies; at Pompey's leaſt deſire 


4 


* 
* * 8 


#4 


Ten thouſand houſe-dogs ſhould expire.“ 
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A rope fell to poor Lion's ſhare 
Baſe death rewarded all his care. 


A Month after Marriage. A Tale, 


OW oft do trifles light as air“ 
H Perplex, nay part the wedded pair ? 
To prove this truth let us prevail; 

Attend with patience to the tale. 


Damon and Phillis, youthful pair, 
One evening rode to take the air, 
Four weeks had now approach*d and fled, 5 
Since firſt they preſs d the bridal bed. 
Thus far ſoft loves had ſmil'd ſerene, 
And not one frown had damp'd the ſcene. 
Whilſt on they ambled ide by fide, 
* How ſweet the evening % Damon cry'd;z 
Prodigious ſweet ! his Phill reply'd. 
What pleaſing ſcenes ſalute the eye!“ 
Moſt pleaſing ! was his Phill's reply. 
The ſky was bright ſave here and there, 
Some clouds ſail'd ſlowly through the air, 


Which 
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Which Proteus-like, oft chang'd their ſhape, 
From ox to horſe, from aſs to ape; 
Now to a lion, now a whale, 


| 
Oc ſtately veſfel under fail ; oben | 


Now to a bull, and now a bear, . 
Or caſtles floating in the air. | \ 
In ſhort th? aerial figures riſe | 


Form' d, juſt as ſhap'd by Fancy's eyes. 
cc Obſerve, my dear, fond Damon ſaid, 
6 The cloud that paſſes o'er your head! 


4 - — 2 
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6 Tis like a horſe in very truth; 

« Behold the bridle in his mouth ! ? 
A horſe! good lard! and laugh'd outright, ( 

My love, you ſure have loſt your fight, 

Why, 'tis a bull, exact and true, 

As plain as ever pencil drew. 


Behold his horns, a goodly pair! 

Legs, tail——his ev'ry thing is there, 

* A bull! a ft, a fiddleſtick ; 
& To hear ſuch nonſenſe makes me ſick. 
5 It is a horſe, plain, and compleat ; 
5 I ſee the ſhoes upon his feet.“ 

It is a bull, I do proteſt ; 
1 ſee his comely dew-lap'd cheſt, 


« Pſha! *tis a horſe, ſo ne'er diſpute.” 
Poz ! tis a bull, beyond a doubt. | . 
% Zounds! *tis a horſe, ſo hold your clack ; 
& I ſee the rider on his back,” 750 
| Vile wretch ! who can this inſult bear? 
| | It would provoke a ſaint to ſwear. ies : 
1 Baſe brute ! to bid me hold my clack ! 71 
Ye gods! with rage my heart-ſtrings crack. 
Ne' er more beneath thy roof I'll ſleep, . 


Ne'er more thy hated converſe keep. 

She turn'd her horſes head about, i wh 
With, „Bull, by Jove ! beyond a doubt.” 
Phill* kept religiouſly her word ; 

| They ne'er more met at bed or board, 

How tickliſh is the married ſtate, 

When clouds, not ſtars can rule its fate ? 


"YT 
. * 3 


* 
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; 
Y The Phyſical Fox, and ſick Heifer. 
ſ | A Fable. 

; T chanc'd (tis now long ſince indeed, 


When beaſts cou'd bliſter, cup and bleed; 
} And 
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And all the powrs of med'cine knew, 
As well as, now a days, men do) 
An heifer was ta'en mighty bad, 

A Doctor therefore, muſt be had. 


A Fox, Phyſician by his trade, | | : 


Was call'd to the ſick Heifer's aid, 

He came, and, with a formal face, 

Began to comment on the caſe. 
He lean'd his head upon his paw, 
Cry'd © hum let's ſee---aye tmuſt be ſo 
Then felt his pulſe, and cry'd © my dear, 
Some ſympthoms feveriſh appear. 
©] wou'd--- I hope *twould caſe your pain, 
6s Adviſe the opening of a vein,” 
To this the Heifer low'd conſent ; 

And now to work the Doctor went. 

She freely bled a copious flood ; 
The Doctor lapp'd the luſcious blood. 

Next day this ſon of Galen came; 

His mode of treatment was the ſame, 
Thus for full fourteen days at leaſt, 

He quaff d the purple-flowing feaſt. 

His patient now was brought ſo low, 

She ſcarce could cither ſtand or go. 
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& I muſt now uſe my Honeſt ſkill; 

c Tf I can't cure, I muſt not kill. 

& Should ſhe depart, then all my fame 

& Is loſt; farewell Phyſician's name! 

cc I've ſuck'd almoſt her vital blood; 

c I'll now preſcribe to do her good.“ 

He now remits his bleeding plan, 

And thus his freſh preſcription ran : 

6 You mult repair to flowery fields, 

C And crop the ſweets which nature yields. 
* Drink deep of the tranſparent flood, 
« To fill your veins with wholeſome blood.“ 
She did fo ; and gain'd ſtrength each hour 


Nature, not art confirm'd the eure. 


MONO R, EO 
ODE to SPRING. 


I. 
HF: gentle SyrING! whoſe genial power 
Calls to new-life each fragrant flower, | 
In richeſt tints array'd 
Whoſe balmy breath revives each ſcene, 
The ſhady grove, the daiſy'd ons 


In verdant beauty clad. | 
At 
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II. 
At thy approach the feather'd trains, 


—— — —_ . — ? 


Renew their long-negleQed ſtrains, 
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Sweet muſic floats around; | 
Whilſt liſt'ning Echo's buſy tongue, Fw 
Repeats the burden of each ſong, : | 
In faint, imperfe& ſound. | 
Thy preſence prompts the labouring ſwain, ; | | | 
To give, with equal hand, the grain | | 12 
Io the kind, foſtering foil ; : | y 
Mild ſuns autumnal ſhall mature N 4 
The golden crop, in happy hour | 1 a | 
To recompenſe his toil. | | I | 
. We. 
Long had the (late) meand'ring rill, | 
Confin'd in icy chains ſtood ſtill, £205 


Doom'd now to glide no more; 
But, by thy lenient hand ſet free, 
It moves to liquid melody, 


Adown'the ſhelvy ſhore. 
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bh 
The mute ſojourners of the brook, 
Had long their wonted paths forſook, 
Cramp'd by ſtern Winter's reign ; 
But, rous'd by thy reviving beam, 
Again they gambol in the ſtream, 
And ſkim the glaſſy plain. 


VI. 
Ah, ſhort-liv'd joys !—the angler keen 
Shall ſoon to ſorrow change the ſcene, 
With the deceptive fly ; 
The ſpeckled rovers ſeize the bait, 
And ſwallow unſuſpected fate; 
They flounce, they gaſp, they die! 


VII. 
Thy healing hand deſtroys diſeaſe; 
Thy breath brings health in ev'ry breeze, 
Before thee agues fly; 
Thou giv'ſt each heart with joy to glow, 
All blood in briſker ſtreams to flow, 
Health laughs in ev'ry eye. 


What 
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vm. 
What tribute, then, ſhall mortals bring, 
To offer to the genial ſpring ? 
What trophies ſhall we raiſe ? 80 
With grateful ſong at leaſt let's try, on 
To waft her praiſes to the ſky, 


In loud, accordant lays. 


SED EEO EE 


ODE to SUMMER. 


J. 
NIHIIL p, ſoft-ey'd ſmiling SUMMER, hail ! 


With full-blown, ripen'd beauty crown'd; 


Whoſe ſcented breath perfumes the gale, 
And ſheds ſweet incenſe all around, 


II. 

Thine is the ſeaſon, when each grove, 
In looſe-hung, leafy robes array'd, 
Invites the nymphs and ſwains to rove, 
Beneath the love-inducing ſhade. 


The 
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III. 


The roſe, each aromatic flower, 
Kiſs'd by the balmy lips of May, 
Retain the ſweet, impreſſive power, 
And pleas'd their bluſhing charms diſplay. 


IV. 

In mantle cloath'd of milk-white dye, 
The thorn proclaims ſoft Maia's reign ; 
It's gladdening beauties greet the eye ; 
Winds watt its ſweets through all the plain. 


. V. 
One ſketch of Summer's pencil draws, 
Scenes yet unknown by ſtudy'd art 


Sweetneſs unſcen it can diſcloſe, 


And joys inviſible impart. 


VI. 

Breath'd into life, the gorgeous trains 
Of blooming buds unfold their forms; 
Softly deſcend, ye welcome rains! 

Nor blaſt Pomona's hopes ye ſtorms ! 


The meads, matur'd by Summer's power, 
Gay nature's bright embroid'ry wear, 
Deſtin'd, in Winter's dreary hour, 

To feed the farmer's hoofed care. 


VIII. 
How pleaſing at the peep of day, 
To hear the tenants of the grove, 
Perch'd on the dew-beſpangled ſpray, 
Hymn ſongs of gratitude and love ? 
N. 


erers of the air, 


The light - wing' d wan 

In buzzing millions mount the ſæy; 

Or to the ſtagnant pools repair, 

To ſport life's ſhorteſt hour, and die. 
X. 

From each fair flower the buſy bee, 

Culls ſweets with art, inſtinctive, wiſe, 

View, Alchymiſts ! their labours ſee! 

The proceſs gives the golden prize. 


H At 
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XI. 

At even, when the god of day. 5 

Withdraw to beam on worlds more weſt, ; 

The birds, then filent, preſs the ſpray, 


And muſic fleeps in ev'ry breaſt ; 


XII. 
Save thine, lone chauntreſs, Philomel', 
Sweet ſerenader of the night! 5 
From duſk to dawn thy notes prevail, | 


To give the wakeful ear delight. 


XIII. 
Say, bird of darkling! why Ko 


ove 
Night's ſeaſon to pour forth thy lay, 
When the muſicians of the grove, 

Court ſweet repoſe upon the ſpray ? | 


$*: 


XIV. 
Springs it from modeſty that thou 


. Join'ſt not by day, the warbling throng, | 


Leſt thy wing'd brethren of the bough, 


Should droop at thy ſuperior ſong ? 


Or 
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4 xV. 
Or is't from pride thy filence ſprings ? 

(In birds, perhaps, that paſſion reigns) | 

When ev'ry copſe with muſic rings, 


Scorn'ſt thou to mix with meaner ſtrains ? 


XVI. 

Theſe, Summer! theſe to thee belong, 
Sweet ſounds, ſweet ſmells, ſweet rural views ; 
Accept, too, this my humble ſong, 

This mean oblation of the muſe. 


O by 8 : 


ODE to AUTUMN, 
| | I, | 

| RAVE Matron, rob'd in ruſſet grey, 
| AUTUMN ! to thee I tune the lay, 
To thee, with fruits, and faded flow'rets crown'd ; 
What tho' ſweet Summer's charms be fled, 
Its lillies, and its roſes dead, | 
Still Thou with pleaſing ſcenes canſt paint the 

ground, | | 
H 2 yy Sacred 
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IT. 
Sacred to thee the golden grain 
Waves wanton o'er the ſmiling plain, 
And, fully ripen'd, courts the reapers? hand; 
The fickled throngs in rows appear, 
To reap the riches of the year, 


And ſheaves abundant crowd the loaded land. 


— 


*, „ TIL: 
Behind, the farmer binds the ſheaves ;. 
His heart with honeſt tranſport heaves, 
To view redundant increaſe-round him lie; 
Already paid his labours ſeem ; N 
Ricks riſe: his barns with fullneſs teem, 
And future plenty fills his muſing eye. 


IV. 
Ye rich! with grateful hearts adore 
"The Giver of this bounteous ſtore, 
Nor let pale penury, unpity*d, crave ; 
Stig e the widow's plaintive ſigh, 
And wipe the tear from ſorrow's eye, 
And from diſtreſs the helpleſs ſave! 


To 


27 
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V. 5 
To grace the evening of the year, 
Pomona's retinue appear, 
Each branch bends low beneath the blooming load; 
The fruits ſhall ſweet repaſt afford, 


| Or in trim tarts adorn the board ; 
Such the fair fruits thou, Eden, erſt beſtow'd. 


VI. 

Theſe Autumn's growths : her ſports demand 
Deſcription at the Poet's hand ; 795 

The hound and horn muſt open in his ſong; 

The winged gleaners of the field, 

What game or heaths, or ſtubbles yield, 

Muſt at her feet be laid: to Autuinn they belong 


VII. 
At early day the joyous horn, 
Shrilly ſalutes the *wakening morn,' 
And calls to horſe the Nimrods of the plain; 
Th' expecting pack impatient ſtand, 
To meet the huntfman's known command 53 
Fly, fly, ye hares ! but ah, your flight is vain. 
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VIII. 
She ſtarts ! ſhe ſtarts ! behold her 25 
Tumultuous uproar rends the ſæy; 
Horſe, foot, and hounds purſue the puny vrins, 
Train'd to death's trade, the ſubtle crew 


Unwind each maze; a view! a view! 


She turns, ſhe pants, ſhe falls, ſhe ſhrieks, ſhe dies! 


ö 7 IX, 
The Spaniel now, with graceful eaſe, © 
Snuffs diſtant coveys in the breeze 
In. fated birds! born juſt to breathe and die; 
He points where cloſe the tremblers lay ; 
Death, hurl'd in thunder, wings its way ; 
Spread on the plain the bleeding victims lie. 


4 
Should the brood's Sire, in lucky hour, 
Chance to eſcape Death's leaden ſhower, 
From field to field he'll melancholy roam; 
No . to his calls are made, 
His mate, and mottled brood lie dead, 
And he (perchance) to-morrow ſhares their doom, 


The 


, 


—— * 
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The pleaſures theſe, the profits thoſe, 
Which bleſs'd Autumnia's hand beſtows 3 
And thus we hail her in an humble ftrain ; 


By her the oaten- reed is rais'd, 


On it then let her charms be prais'd ; 
Let ruſtic muſic ring through all the plain. 


ODE to WINTER, 
1 


AIL, lord of ſtorms! majeſtic WIx x ER, 
Ws hail ! g 


Cloath'd in wild whirlwinds, and with tempeſts 


crown'd ; 


When baneful bands the ſick ning year aſſail, 


And ſpread their direful devaſtations round. 


| I. i 

Thy voice calls forth the black boreal trains; 

The howling hurricanes attend the call; 

With ruthleſs rage they ruſh along the plains; 
The ſolid centre ſhakes ; trees, tow'rs, and tem- 


ples fall. va 
Incens'd 
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I. 
Incens'd to view the havock of thy hand, 
Whoſe icy touch has now benumb'd the green, 
The ſun aſkant ſcouls on the faded land, 
And makes an haſty exit from the ſcene. 


IV. 
The groves, diveſted of their green array, 
| (Whoſe honours now in heaps beſtrew the plain) 
Their unadorn'd, and naked arms diſplay, 
And ſeem to ſupplicate thy rigorous reign. 


Dark, low'ring clouds deform the face of day; 
Heaven's ſluices open: now pour down their ſtore ; . 
The ruſhing rivers ſcorn their wonted way, 


And the eye ſtrains to ſcarch the diſtant ſhore, _ 


| VL 
Anon, obedient to thy bending law, 
The floods no more the liquid parts retain 
The ſtreams lethargic ſtiffen as they flow, 
And now preſent one ſolid, ſhining plain, 


# 


And Thou, wild Winter, ſhak*ſt beneath his nod; 


VII. 


The down-wing'd ſnows ſteal ſoftly to the ground, 


Flake after flake thick crowding through the air, 


Till the white plain, with ſnowy veſtments crown'd, 


Greets the pleas'd eye with one refulgent glare, 
rn 


Soar, contemplation! to the heav'ns aſcend 5; 
Gaze on the glorious orbs that countleſs ſhine ; 


Then with religious admiration bend, 


And praiſe th* Almighty architect divine 


x: 
From him the Summer months their ſweetneſs 


draw, | * 


Praiſe then the Power from whom all beings flow; 


Soul of all SæAsoNsS: great JEHovan: God! 


. * ＋ 
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Phyſic fac Adverſity. A 1 


HAT tho' to day dame Feitilic frown, 


The thing's not new nor ſtrange ; 
Her face, like a true female's, ſoon 


Fram frowns to ſmiles will change. 


This hour tho? ſcorn fits on her brow, 
And ſtubborn ſcem her charms, 

The next, like womankind, ſhe'll bow, 
And yielding, bleſs our arms, 


This moment tho? aloft we view her, 

So high that hope can ſcarce ſoar to her, 
Anon, like Eve's fair, high-flown race, 
She'll ſtoop her head to our embrace, 
Ceaſe then whining, 


Ceaſe repining, 

Let Hope ſmooth the rugged way; 
Tho! Fortune leaves us, 

And thus grieves us, 

To-morrow, brighter ſcenes will riſe, 


To cheer our hearts and glad our cyes, 
ENGLISH 
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E NG L.1.S H 
A Song. 


| I. P 
HILST Barley grows on Britiſh ground, 
Ale king of liquor ſhall be crown'd, 
And, till we die, or drunk or ſober, 7 
Let's ſing the ſweets of brown October. 


.. 
Some praiſe the generous juice of wine, 
And cry in raptures, tis divine! 
But while to wag our tongues are able, 
We'll ſwear *cis falſe, and all a fable. 


III, 
Of nectar, drink of gods we've heard, 
With which Jove wont to wet his beard ; 
But by this tankard, and great Jove, 
*L'was ale brew'd from yon fields---aboye. 


Mount 


—— 
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IV. | 


Mount then the tankard with full mae, 


Ale's the true, celeſtial treaſure; 
Above, what gods have quaff'd before, 


Below, we quaff on Britain's ſhore. 


The HAPPY BATCHELOR; 


A Song. 


1. 
Batchelor's life of all lives is the beſt, 

No cares matrimonial diſturb his calm reſt ; 
No lectures, call'd curtain, ſhake ſleep from his eyes, 
When tir'd he can reſt, and when tir'd he can riſe. 


bp i 
If a ride he propoſes, a walk, or the bow], 


No tongue dare to thwart him, no wife can 
controul ; | 


 Whatc'er be his humour: to ſing, ſnore, or pout, 


That man, furc, is happieſt that jreely can do't. 


A 
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A friend he can viſit, or by himſelf ſit, 

Put on juſt what cloaths, or what looks he thinks fit: 

Can fondle with Fowler, and give him a kiſs, 

And no one to ſay to him, fe / *tis amiſs. 


: IV. 
On beef he can breakfaſt : with ale waſh it down, 
Unenvying muſe on the modes of the town ; 
With content in his heart, but no horns on his bead, 
Unmarry'd it thus, what bewitchment to wed ? 


Woman the goodlieſt Gift of Heaven; 


A Song. 


I. 
A what ſtamps intrinſic pleaſure 
On the craving mind-of man ? 
Women, women fill joy's meaſure, 
Sweeten life when nought elſe can. 
When 


: 
| 
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. II. 
When corroding cares oppreſs us: 
Spread their influence o'er the heart, 
Woman's ſmiles can ſoon re- bleſs us, 
Love inſpire and peace impart. 


III. | 
; Tho? plac'd ia Eden, ſcene enchanting, . 
Adam, touch'd with ſoft alarms, | 
Still figh'd, for ſomething ſtill was wanting, 
*Till heaven gave Eve to his arms. 

IV. 
Bleſs'd then, doubly bleſs'd each ſwain, 
Plac'd in Britain's blooming grove, 
Where Beauty holds ſupreme its reign, 


Where women ſmile, where men mult love. 


1191 reer | 
AACAAZALA-—A AAS ALA a. 


The Wren and the Partridges. A Fable. 


Wren, in ſearch of food, one day, 

Acroſs the ſtubble wing'd his way, 
And chanc'd, as down he caſt his eye, 
A flock of Partridges to cſpy. 


He 
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He view d the buſy, pecking train, 
Regaling rich on pubble grain. EIS. 
He furPd his feather'd ſails in haſte, 

And down he dropp d to ſhare the feaſt, 


The Wren had no far tray'ller been : 
Till now had ne'er a Partridge ſeen ; 
Not ſmall was, therefore, his ſurprize, 
To view their comelineſs and ſize. 

In fat, good keeping caſe they ſhone, 
Plump as a Partridge ev'ry one, 

Their company he cloſely kept: 

He with them fed, he with them ſlept. 

When to freſh fields the covey flew, 
He ſtill was ready to purſue. 

Nought was amiſs, ſave now and then, 

They crack'd a joke upon the Wren ; 
His pigmy ſize would ſcarce (they ſaid) _ 

Make een an unfledg'd Partridge? head. . 


Theſe taunts in the Wren's ſtomach ſtuck 3 
What bird could bear ſuch blunt rebuke ? 


He now, deſponding, droop'd his wings, 
And thus he ſaid, the fable ſings: 


os Why 
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„Why was I form'd of ſize ſo ſmall, 

« To be a laughing - ſtock to all? 

« Had I been chipp'd a Partridge, then 
« ]'d been admir'd by birds and men.” 


The Wren had ſcarce theſe words pronounc'd, 
When o'er the hedge a ſpaniel bounc e. 
The tainted breeze directs its way 
He points to where the covey lay. 

The ſportſman now with haſty hand, 
Unfurl the net and ready ſtand. 

It now, expanded, ſweeps the plain; 
Enmeſh'd are all the fluttering train. 


The Wren—thanks to his pigmy ſize! 


Through th* unimpeding meſhes flies, 
And as he flew, with fear half dead, 
He thus his recantation read: 

« No more I'll tax impartial fate, 

« No more I'll murmur at my ſtate. 
«© Ah me! had I a Partridge been, 

« I now had gaſp' d upon the green!” 


The 
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The M O N R; 


From Mr. Yorick's Sentimental Journey through 
"OE Vol. I. Page 10. 


CARCE to my bye theſe words had bid adien, 

When a poor Monk Franciſcan met my view; 
vn the Convent's caterer ſtood, 
To ſeek aſſiſtance for his brotherhood. 
I ſaw ; and inſtant in my mind declar'd, 
That not one ſouſe to aid him ſhould be ſpar'd: 
Strait clos'd my purſe, and in my fob beſtow'd: 
Selt-pois'd more firmly on my centre ſtood, 
Then tow'rds him moyv'd in ſtiff, and meaſur'd pace, 
And, much I fear, mov'd with forbidding grace. 
Even now his figure ſtands befote my view 
And ſure a gentler treatment was its due. 
The few remaining honours of his head, 
Pronounc'd full ſeventy fleeting years had fled, . 
Since firſt they ſprung; but when I ſcann d his eye, 
Wherein fat, ſmiling, lively courteſy, 

5 I 
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I then re- eſtimate his years* amount, 

And ſtrike ten years from off the firſt account; 

Truth, certes, lay between, and ſince his birth, 

Full ſixty genial ſprings had cheer'd the earth. 

That this his age his ev'ry look and ar, 

In deep indented characters declare. 

And more they told : that ſome ſad ſtroke of woe, 

Had, premature, dely*d deep his wrinkl'd brow. 

Twas ſuch a head as Guido oft conceiv'd ; | 

Such features oft upon his canvals liv'd : 

Pale, penetrating, and with mildneſs fraught, 

Free from each grov'ling, grols, and downward 
thought ; ; | 

It forwards look'd: but Took'd as if to gain 

Scenes far remov'd beyond this world's domain, 

How ſuch a head to a Monk's portion fell, 


The all-wiſe donor, heaven, alone can tell. 

It would have grac'd a Bramin's form, my friend ! 
And had I met it on the plains of Inde', 

I ſhould have giv'n the graceful form its due, 

And hail'd it with low, reverential bow. 

A few flight ſtrokes, and then his picture's drawn; 


Nor elegant, nor otherwiſe he ſhone. 
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He look d, ſpoke, mov'd in that peculiar frame, 
Juſt as the moment's circumſtances claim. 
Spare, meagre was his form: his ſize I find 
Above the middling ſtandard of mankind: 

Save that a bending forward in his gait, 
Reduc'd his ſtature to the common ſtate; 

But "twas intreaty's humble attitude, 

And whilſt the holy mendicant I view'd, 

It more of beauty than of blemiſh ſhew'd. 


Having, with ſtep ſedate, three paces trod, 
For a ſhort moment motionleſs he ſtood. 
His left hand was upon his boſom laid, 

A ſlender ſtaff was in his right diſplay'd, 
(A needful prop his aged ſteps to aid.) | 


When I had cloſe approach'd this holy man, 

In unaffected terms his tale began: 

His Convent's wants—his Order's poverty 

He ſpoke, and look'd ſo full, and feelingly, 

With ſuch a graceful deprecating air, 
Bewitchment! to withſtand his pity- moving pray'r. 
A better reaſon was my Pre- reſolve, 

«© That not one ſouſe ſhould to his ſhare devolve.“ 


I 2 , He 
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He ended his addreſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 

And upwards caſt a ſupplicating eye. 

True true (I cry*d) and heav'n their reſource be, 

« Whoſe doubtful hopes depend on charity; 

« Its ſtock, alas! I fear is much too poor, 

„For the great claims preſented ev*ry hour.“ 

At the word claims he look'd a mute reply, 

And on his tunic's ſleeve affix*d his eye. 

1 felt th* appeal's full force aſſail my breaſt, 

And thus the ſilent ſupplicant addreft : 

A diet meagre—habit coarſe and bare, 

“ (Such diet, habits as your order ſhare) 

* Are but cold comforts candour muſt declare, 

< But hence ſhall flothful Eccleſiaſtics preſs, 

«© Upon the fund ſet ſacred to diſtreſs ? 

< The drooping captive in damp cells confin'd, 

& The orphan'd infant, and the ancient blind, 

<« The weeping widow, and the helpleſs lame, 

«© Theſe, ſorrow's genuine ſons, our aid and pity 

claim; 
* And had'ſt thou here of Mer cy's order "PW 


* Intreating for that holy brotherhood, 

“ Poor as I am, full freely had I padde 

66 Donation bounteous to th' afflicted's aid.“ 
1 


f 
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He bow'd—* but ſure (ſaid I) my native land 
ce Its ſons of ſorrow our fir/# care demand: 
« And thouſands yonder on my native ſhore, 
« Excite to pity, and for aid implore.“ 
He cordial wav'd his venerable head; 
Tranſlated thus the graceful motion ſaid: 
* In ev'ry land, ſans doubt, affliction dwells, 
“ As well as in our convents* needy cells.“ 
% But we (and on his ſleeve my hand I laid 
** In anſwer to the appeal his eye had made) 
“ But we, good father, weigh th* unequal plea, 
C Betwixt the drone, and the induſtrious bee: 
6 *Twixt thoſe, who, labouring, would life's ſweets 
' procure, 
6“ Andthoſe,who,loitering,wouldthoſe bon devour. 
% Who chuſe of eaſe, and ignorance the road, 
« And claim life's comforts for the love God.“ 


The poor Franciſcan nought in anſwer ſpake; 
A ſhort-liv'd hectic paſs'd acroſs his cheek 
And fled; nor left one angry trace behind 
Reſentment liv'd not in his gentle mind. | 
Helet his ſtaff fall gently on his breaſt, 
And both his hands upon his boſom preſt, 
| I 3 Then 
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Then, in the attitude which grace inſpir'd, 
With ſaint-like reſignation he retir'd. 


Remorſe, the moment that he clos'd the door, 
Smote on my breaſt, and pain'd at ev'ry pore. 
With careleſs air I ſtrove t'aſſwage the pain, 
But {till it ſtung, and ſtill I ſtrove in vain, 
Each word ungracious, and each look unkind, 
Arm'd in conviction, ruſh'd upon my mind. 
Reflection whiſper'd, “ Say the priv'lige ſhew e 
Why thus exult o'er deprecating woe? wh 
Doſt thou not, cruel ! diſregard his pray'r 4 
Muſt he reproaches with denial ſhare? 
Could not his filver*d hairs his paſſport prove, | 
Protect from inſult, or to pity move?” 
His courteous form re- enter'd in my mind, 
And gently aſk'd, © Ah, wherefore thus unkind ? 
How have I injured thee in word or look, 
C Thus to be loaded with unjuſt rebuke?“ 
I felt the charge ſad on my ſoul it fate 5 
I'd given a kingdom for an advocate. 
+ *Tis wrong, by heaven !——but yet my travel's 

young; 

5 Pl mend my manners as I move along.” 
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TB. Can PET TV E. 


From Mr. Yoriek's Sentimental Journey through 
France and Italy. Vol. II. Page 137. | 


PAN :L Sv 
K * captive Sterling's ſorrow-ſounding note, 
Purſu'd, nor left me when my room I ſought. 
I ſate ; my head was on my hand reclin'd ; 
Deep ruminations wrought within my mind; 
Confinement's woes, a ſickly, pallid train! 
Impreſs'd their image on my muſing brain. 
Nor did the ideal image grate my ſoul; 
I gave my thoughts the reins to roam without con- 
troul. | 
I firſt eſſay d the various griefs to trace 
Of the vaſt millions of the human race 
Who, born to ſlavery, bend beneath its law 
And groan a life of unremitting woe. 
Here tho' I view'd affliction's fainting train, 
Yet {till I diſtant view'd th' affecting ſcene; 
Its 


* — 
r 
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Its objects num'rous ting'd in ſorrows dye, 


. Roſe in diſtracted order to my eye. 


One ſingle captive from the groupe I choſe, 
To weigh his ſorrows, and to weep his woes. 

I ſtretch'd him on his cheerleſs bed of ſtraw, 
Then peep'd to paint the workings of his woe, - 
A breathing ſkeleton of grief he ſhone ; | 
Captivity © had worn him to the bone.“ 


I felt what ſorrows, and what heurt- ſick throes, 


In captive ſouls from hope deferr'd. aroſe. 

I pry'd with deep attentiveneſs and trace 

A feveriſh paleneſs ſeated on his face. 

Twice fifteen ſprings had verdant cloath'd the 


wood, 


Since the ſoft Weſtern breeze had fann'd his blood: 


Since ſun to him, or moon, or ſtars appear : 

Since voice of kinſman ſounded in his ear: 

Since his lov'd children 5 

Here my heart bled; my ſoul ſhrunk from the 
view; | 


I dropp'd the picture, and pourtray'd anew. 


In dungeon damp a drooping fon of woe 
Sat ſorrowing on a ſcanty bed of ſtraw. 


Rang d 
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Rang' d in rude diſpoſitions at the head 
A little calendar of ſticks was laid, 
Whereon was notch d each diſmal night and day, 
Which here in ſorrow he had ſigh'd away. 
He now was adding to the heaps amount: 
Etching a day of woe to ſwell the ſad account. 
Whilſt I obſcur'd the dull and ſcanty day, 
Which through the lattice bent its feeble ray, 
He rais'd an hopeleſs eye, and ſtar'd around, 
Then ſhook his head, and, penſive, eyd the ground, 
He paus'd ; then with his pen, a ruſty nail, 
Purſu'd his his taſk, and etch'd affliction” > tale, 
He turn'd his body on the ruſtling Fra, 
To place the ſentence midſt the book of woe, 
Then groan'd acute I heard his clanking chain 
I ſaw the iron pierce his ſoul with pain. 
Unable to ſuſtain th' ideal woe, | 
Tears following tears adown my viſage flow, 
Abrupt I ſtarted from my ſeat, and cry'd, 
5 Il to the Duke---nor will I be deny'd; 
% Fly---fly ! prepare a coach, I'll inſtant go, 
e To crave enlargement for this ſon ot woe.“ 
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On an Unhappy * Hilber. 


H! ns me, Fancy, to thoſe 8 cells, 
Where, plung d in grief, the pining convict 


dwells. 
There — there he lies, o' erwhelm'd with n 
93 woe ; ” — 


Behold his eye !- the tears repentant flow ! 
A languid look he now ſends, to the ſky; 
And now his boſom heaves the penitential ſigh. 
And muſt that graceful form be doom'd to meet. 
The ſtern command of an untimely fate ? 25 
And muſt thoſe lips from whence ſweet accents 

flow'd, | 
Be clos'd, untimely, in death's dark abode ? 
And muſt that tongue, on which perſuaſion hung, 
Untimely ceaſe to charm th' admiring throng ? 
Forbid it heav'n! ſome pitying angel ſend, 
To eaſe his anguiſh, and his ſoul befriend, - 

Lo! 


. Door DODD. 
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Lo! in the WEs there ſits an angel bright, 
Yet untranſlated to the realms of light. 
Thou earthly emblem of celeſtial charms, 


Save---ſnatch the ſufferer from death's op'ning 
arms. 
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Wipe from contrition's eye the trickling tear; 


. * n 8 
* 
oy 


Oh, whiſper pity in the Royal ear. 
Heav'n ſhall approve the decd ; bright choirs on 1 
high | ' 


Shall ſing their ſiſter angel's praiſes in the ſky, 


SENSIBILITY; 
From Mr. Yorick's Sentimental Journey through | +: 
France and Italy, Vol. II. Page 224. 5 1 


EAR Senſibility, thrice gracious gueſt! 
— Thou truthful touch- ſtone of the human 
breaſt! 
From thy pure, inexhauſted fountain flow 
Our joys moſt precious, or moſt coſtly woe. 
Thou chain'ſt the martyr to harſh ſlavery's oar, | 
Or giv'ſt his ſoul celeſtial flights to ſoar. 


«ot 


Source 
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Which mere mortality could never know. ku 
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Source of our feelings! here thou reign'ſt confelt ; ; 
This thy Divinity“ that heaves my breaſt— 
Not that in ſome dull hour of mental pain 
The ſoul ſhrinks back upon herſelf Ban, 
And ſtartles at deſtructions pallid train.— 

Mere pomp of words. but that 1 inward feel, 
Some generous joys upon my ſenſes ſteal : 
Some generous cares within my boſom glow, 


Great-«--great SENSORLUM of the world! from 
thee 


Spring all the ſources of ſweet ſympathy. 
If war's moſt diſtant voice but ſtrike thy car, 


Thou ſtraitway pays the tributary tear. 
In dear EUGEN IVUs thy full force is ſhewn : 
He feels my ev'ry grief, and utters groan for groan. 


Thy touch can (ſometimes) melt the rougheſt ſwain, 


That tends his flock upon the rudeſt plain. 

A lacerated limb the peaſant ſpies, * 
Views the poor languiſher with pitying eyes, | 
Leans on his crook, and ſympathzing cries : j 

«© Had I but come---but ah! *tis now too late 

e It bleeds, it dies! his heart too bleeds its fate. 


Peace, 


8 on 2 


* 
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Peace, peare be to thee, gentle, 3 
I ſee thy boſom piere'd with inward pain. 
Thy honeſt griefs ſhall be with joys repaid; 
Comfort ſhall pour its bleflings on thy head. 
Happy ſhalt be the partner of thy choice, 
Your flocks ſhall proſper, and your lambs rejoice. 


The SNOW-DROP. 


Snow-drop late its foliage gy: | 
And thus too arrogandy faid : | 

« Whilſt not one flower adorns the green 
J only grace the vernal + 

„ Whilſt ſpring's gay retinue lie dead, 

« ] only rear my ſnowy head.” 

It ſpoke. * Anon, the lowering ſky 
Proclaims the coming tempeſt nigh. 

And now the tempeſt pours around ys 
Sharp pattering bail. tones ſtrike the ground; 
The Snow. drop's ſtalk is rent in twain ; 
It falls, and fades upon the plain. 


Hence 


Each roſe ſhall fade, each lilly ſnall decay. 
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Hence learn, ye youthful female race; 
Boaſt not the beauties of a face. 


A few, ſhort, fleeting years will bring, 


The Autumn bleak of beauty's Spring. _ -- 
Stern time ſhall ſnatch your charms away 


Reflections on Slavery and Liberty; 


| © £2 1 2 . , . . 
From Mr. Yorick's Sentimental Journey.—Vol. II. 
Page 136. 


Sſume what ſhape thou wilt, ſtill, Slavery, ſtill, 
Thou art a bitter, and a nauceous pill. 
And tho? in this wide, habitable waſte, 
Thouſands are forc'd thy acid ills to taſte, 
Yet not on that account can we ſuppoſe, 
That leſs thy bitterneſs, or leſs thy woes. 
"Tis thou, thrice gracious goddeſs, Liberty, 
At whoſe bright ſhrine all nations bend the knee; 
*Tis thou, whoſe pure, unmix'd, ſalubrious bowl, 
With ſweets uncloying cheers th' enraptur'd ſoul 
With 
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With grateful, laſting flavour fills the mind, 
Nor leaves one dreg of bitterneſs behind. 
No tint of words thy ſnowy robe can ſtain ; 3 | : 
It ſhall ſtill ſpotleſs, ſtill unſoil'd remain. * 
No power in ſtudy d Cbymiſtry s wide range, 

Can thy bright ſceptre i into iron change. 

If thou but ſmile upon the humble ſwain, 

That eats, his homely pittance on the plain; 
Then happier he, than monarchs more content, 
From whoſe gay courts an exile thou art ſent. 

4 Grant me, all-graciousheav' n! (I kneeling ery'd) 
«© Health, and this ſmiling goddeſs for my guide, 
* Then YE, whoſe heads for ſuch high honours ache, 
<< Seize—take N and the Croziers take. 


RIO S NIN 
A 5-24 


| I. | 
FE divine of the ſtupendous WroLE, 
Of this firm earth, and of yon ambient ſky, ' 
Of ſuns and ſyſtems that unnumber'd roll, 


Impervious to the ken of mortal eye 
Beneficent 
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II. 
| Beneficent Protector of the trains, 
bs That wing the air, or cleave the liquid deep, . 


— 


That roam the foreſt, or that crop the plains, 
Or that beneath the graſſy ſurface creep ! 


my. 
— 


III. 
But chief of Max: man thy peculiar care, 
1 Endu'd with reaſon, in thy image made, 
Born, through thy grace, ſeraphic bliſs to ſhare, 
\ Joy everlaſting, pure, and unallay'd! 


— — — 3 * 


1 
_—— — — — 
- - 
22 — 


IV. 
Great ſource of good! to thee I proſtrate bend, 
| With deep devotion, and obeiſance due; 
g * Oh! hear my call, and to my pray'r attend, 
| Nor let a ſuppliant finner fruitleſs bow. 


V. 
Pour down the dew of thy enlight*ning grace, 
On ev'ry land throughout this earthly frame, 
That © faint and ſavage“ may alike embrace 
The Tzu 1 R, and bow to bleſs'd JEHovan's name. 


Each 
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VI. 

Each ſect from fartheſt Eaſt to fartheſt Weſt, 
In bonds of brotherly affection tie; 
Pluck fell diſſention from each human mind, 
And ſow the ſeeds of cordial amity. 

| | os i 
But chief, O Lord! on theſe divided lands, 
The balm of ſweet, returning concord pour; 


Oh, ſheathe the weapons of yon hoſtile bands, 
That wade in blood upon yon Weſtern ſhore. 


| VIII. 
Let ev'ry tongue in ev'ry clime proclaim 
Thy tender mercies, and paternal love; 
Fall proſtrate, nations! and adore his name, 
Who reigns for ever in the realms above! 


= I 
- - > 2 
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Ode for the 12th of Auguſt, 1777, a 


Being the BIRTH-D Ax of his Royal Highneſs, 
GEORGE, PRINCE of WALES. 


I. 
LESS'D ſight! Behold yon grey-ey'd morn 
Again proclaims the welcome day, 
On which the blooming youth was born, 
Who o'er theſe lands ſhall hold his future ſway. 
String, ſtring your harps, and ſound your loftieſt 
ſtrains 


To hail the Heir of Albion's happy plains. 
II. 


Hark Bells and clarions joyous ring, 
And ſweet melodious minſtrels play, 
In honour of our future king, 


To hail his natal ——this auſpacious day. 
Let ev'ry voice accordant join the ſtrains, 


That hail the Heir of Albion's happy plains, 
Lo! 
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1 
Lo! noble, numerous troops repair, 
Adorn'd in rich and proud array, 
In words thoſe raptures to declare, 
Which routd their hearts in ſweet ſenſations play. 
Oh! may joy ſtill await thoſe truthful trains, 
That join to bleſs the Heir of Albion's plains. 


IV. 
The Muſe, far diſtant from the throng, 
On reed of ruſtick ſound eſſays, 
To pay her homage in a ſong 
In low, yet honeſt, unaffected lays. 
Deign to accept the heart · dictated ſtrains, 
Thou rightful Heir of Albion's happy plains. 
V. 
May each ſucceeding ſeaſon bring, 
(And bring it ſhall the Muſe foreſees) a 
To crown compleat our future king, 3 
Health, wiſdom, worth, and ſweet majeſtic eaſe. | 
Each tongue, each heart pour forth the loyal ſtrains 
Long live the blooming Heir of Albion's happy 
plains !”? n | 


K 2 The 


44 


130 A Corirecrtion of 


Ode for the 12th of Auguſt, 1777, | 


Being the BIRTUH-DAx of his Royal Highneſs, 
GEORGE, PRINCE of WALES. | 


I. 
LESS'D fight ! Behold yon grey-ey'd morn 
Again proclaims the welcome day, 
On which the blooming youth was born, 
Who o'er theſe lands ſhall hold his future ſway. 
String, ſtring your harps, and ſound your loftieſt 
ſtrains | 
To hail the Heir of Albion's happy plains. 
IT. 


Hark !——Bells and clarions joyous ring, 


And ſweet melodious minſtrels play, 

In honour of our future king, 

To hail his natal ——his auſpacious day. 

Let ev'ry voice accordant join the ſtrains, 

That hail the Heir of Albion's happy plains, 
| Lo! 
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| III. 
Lo! noble, numerous troops repair, 
Adorn'd in rich and proud array, 
In words thoſe raptures to declare, | 
Which round their hearts in ſweet ſenſations play. 
Oh! may joy ſtill await thoſe truthful trains, 
That join to bleſs the Heir of Albion's plains. 
: IV. 
The Muſe, far diſtant from the throng, 


On reed of ruſtick ſound eſſays, 
To pay her homage in a ſong 


In low, yet honeſt, unaffected lays. _ 
Deign to accept the heart - dictated ſtrains, 
Thou rightful Heir of Albion's happy plains. 
V. 

May each ſucceeding ſeaſon bring, 
(And bring it ſhall the Muſe foreſces) t 
To crown compleat our future king, 
Health, wiſdom, worth, and ſweet majeſtic eaſe. 
Each tongue, each heart pour forth the loyal ſtrains 
Long live the blooming Heir of Albion's happy 

plains l es 


„ The 
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The BEE and the BUTTERFLY. 
A Fable. a 


7 HEN Bees and Butterflies could talk, 
And reaſon like us Chriſtian folk, Ft 


It chanc'd a roaming Bee one day, 


To flowery meadows wing'd his way. 
He careful cull'd from ev'ry flower 
The ſweets to form his golden ſtore. 
He wrapp'd the ſpoil around his thighs, 


| And bent bencath the balmy prize. *. 


A Butterfly of various hue 
Happ'd the laborious Bee to view. 
He was pert, poſitive, and vain, 


The coxcomb of the inſect- train. 


He ſpread his gay and gaudy wings, 
And thus he ſaid, the fable ſings : 

„ Epgad! old friend, I vow and ſwear, 
& Thou haſt a monſtrous load to bear ; 
e Haſt too---if I ſurmiſe aright--- 

* A tedious way to fly to-night ; 


MisczLLANZOUS Pokus. 


But leſt thou ſhould'ſt refreſhment lack, 
Thou bear'ſt proviſions on thy back. 

& Why wilt thou thus turmoil and ſtrain, 
«© And of a pleaſure make a pain? 
Learn from us Butterflies to ſhare 

« Life free from keen, corroding care. 
& We ſip the ſweets of every flower, 
And ſtill enjoy the preſent hour; 

« But never load our minds with ſorrow, 
* In hoarding up againſt to-morrow. 

& How can we ever ſtand in need, 

& Whilſt flowers enamel ev'ry mead? ?? 


The Bee ſcoul'd on the Butterfly, 
And humm'l this pertinent reply: . 
Enough of pleaſure, tis confeſt, 
At preſent fills thy ſenſual breaſt; 
But giddy, thoughtleſs creature, ſay ! 
© When ev'ry flow'r ſhall fade away, 
How wilt thou then thy life ſuſtain, 
Upon the fruitleſs frigid plain? 
s Whilſt I, ſecure, and free from care, 
* The ſweets of all my toils ſhall ſhare." 


V3 
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A Prayer for a dear Friend, labouring 
under ſevere, bodily Affliction. 


I. 
FA OD of my hopes, ch! hear my cry, 
Nor let me call in vain; 
Caſt down from heaven a pitying eye, 
On this Aflifted's pain! 


II. 

When deeply groaning on his bed: 
When with fierce pains oppreſt; 
Oh! let ſoft ſleep its influence ſhed, 
And ſoothe his ſoul to reſt! 

| | III. 
Or when returning pajns by day 
His feeble frame aſſail, 


O Lord, remove thoſe pains N 
Nor let their power prevail ! 
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RE IV. 

O Lord, in gratitude we bow, 

And pay unfeigned praiſe, 

In that thou'ſt mark*d his rev*rend brow, 
With plenitude of days; 

Yet oh! yet lend his life a while ; 

Lord hear our duteous cry; 

Let health, again returning ſmile, 

And ev'ry anguiſh fly! 


A SOLILOQUY on DEATH; 
From the SpeQator. Vol. Il. 


Quis Deſiderio fit pudor, aui modus 


| Tam Chari capitis? Hos. 
Nlook'd-for change! from healthful, vigor- 
ous ſtate, 


Thus ſoon to fall beneath the ſhaft of fate! 

Thoſe lips which pale and livid now appear, 

Late with lov'd accents charm'd cach liſt'ning ear. 
; Next 


. 8 
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Next to conforming to the laws of God, 

(To whom his ſoul prepares to wing its road) 

To pleaſe, to teach was {till his anxious aim, © 

No ſelfliſn views lurk'd in his generous frame. 

Num'rous his virtues : but to crown the whole, 

Kindneſs fate ſov'reign in his gentle ſoul. 

Nature had giv'n him, with unſparing hand, 

Parts which our reverence and our love command : 

Form'd him to ſhine, in a contentious age, 

With ev'ry grace which can the heart engage. | 

There as in helpleſs agony he lies, 

(His ſoul in act to join. its kindred ſkies) 

Who that but knew him, would not worlds beſtow, 

For his reward, to feel his preſent woe ? 

Why diſregards my heart calm reaſon's call? 

Why, beſt of men! why do I mourn thy fall? 

View---view his pangs perſpire through ev'ry pore! 

Heav*n---heav'n receive him ;---or oh, heav'n re- 
3 | 

Thy tender mother, in afflition drown'd, 

Thy friends, thy helpleſs ſervants ſtand around ; 

Unnotic'd ſtand. Oh ! hadſt thou power of ſpeech, 

How much, how mildly would'ſt thou ſay to 

each? 


---Now 
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No burſts his heart; his pains are now no more; 
His ſpirit flies new regions to explore. 

Paſſions impure ne*er ſtain'd his ſpotleſs breaſt; 
Fit ſoul to join heav'n's righteous realms of reſt? 
Where now are all thy plans, beloved youth, 
Of juſtice, honour, and of white-rob'd truth? 
What---what avail thy parts, or manly grace? 
All---all lie buried in the grave's embrace. 
Poor were the hopes of thoſe of human kind, 
Who with each ſocial virtue ſtore the mind, 
If the reward of all their virtuous plan, 
Was hop'd for only at the hands of man. 4 
No, deareſt friend! each great, each gracious deed, 
Which to perform thy boſom had decreed, 
Is deem'd perform'd, in full, and ev'ry part, | 
By him who views each movement of the heart. 
Whilſt others with thy ample talents bleſt, 
Nurs'd reſtleſs, poiſonous paſſions in their breaſt, 
How calm thy ſoul! how tree from mental foes ! 
How firmly ſteady in fair virtue's cauſe ! 
How private haſt thou trod this earthly ſcene ! 
But ah ! how glorious has thy exit been ! 
Some have for knowledge gain'd a greater name, 
And ſome outſtripp*d thee in the liſts of fame, 

But 
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But midſ the human groupe none &er was found, 
With kindneſs, innocence ſo richly crown'd. 


=> |ELEGIAC PASTORAL, 


On the DEATH of the Right Honourable the 
- DUCHESS of QUEENSBURY. 


SENEXIS and FIDELIA. 
F.. Fidelia, tell me why 
That tear ſtands trembling in thine eye? 


And why that melancholy air, 
That ſpeaks diſtreſs and dull deſpair ? 


Has the fell, prowling wolf of prey 


Snatch*d ſome poor, trembling kid away ? 


Or does young Colin of the plain 
Treat his Fidelia with diſdain ? 


D Þ- 2: 


No wolf has my poor kids betray'd ; 
They ſafely brouze beneath yon ſhade. 
Nor does young Colin of the plain, 
Treat his Fidelia with diſdain, 


Acuter 


« . 
Sow woof ee eee ret FARE et ot on — 9 — ARSFew- 6. q; OT" WEI aaa ** ET Pre EI 1 
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Acuter griefs my ſoul oppreſs, 

And tear my boſom with diſtreſs. 

Yon ſolemn ſound that diſtant knells, 

The ſource of all my ſorrow tells. 

The much-lov'd QueensBURY's no more! 
Her loſs I weep, her death deplore. 

For her theſe ſilent ſorrows floß; 

For her this boſom heaves with woe. 


M $4.14 

Ah me! ——that much lov'd matron dead 
Then Virtue's ſelf to Heaven is fled. 
What eye but muſt its tribute pay? 
What, tongue but ſpeak the dirgeful lay? 
What heart ſtruck with the dire event, 
But muſt lov'd QUe Exs8ukyY lament ? 
She lov'd the Poet's pleaſing lay, 
Was gentle to the gentle Gay.* 
She was the glory ot theſe plains, 
The Idol of our nymphs and ſwains, 
She could her voice in airs prolong, 


Sweeter than Philomela's ſong. 


9 * - 


The Ducheſs of Queenſbury, at her own expence, erected a 
3 in Weltmuniter Abby to the Memory of Mr. 
ay. | | 


Her ſpirit in its kindred ſky. 
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Her breath was ſweet as morn of May, 
Her eye bright as the ſolar ray. 


Of features juſt, of graceful mein, 


She was the glory of the green. 


I D E LI A; 
But ah! each grace, each charm is fled; 
The much-mourn'd QUEENsBURY lies dead! 


K N E X 1 6. 
What though her mental part's no more, 
Yet ceaſe, Fidelia, to deplore; | 
Her virtues, charity and love, 
Shall waft her to the realms above: 
Shall place, amidſt heav*n's hoſt on high, 


Schacabac: 
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Schacabac: or Eaſtern Complaiſance. 
An Arabian Tale. 


From the Guardian. vol. II. No. 162. 


Proprium hoc efſe prudentiæ, conciliare fibi animos 


hominum et ad uſus ſuos adjungere, VE? 
_Cicer. 


,WICE had the ſun embrac'd the weſtern flood, 
Since Schacabac had ſhar'd the ſweets of food, 
He now approach'd, impell'd by hunger's goad, 
A noble Perſian Barmecide's abodle. 
The Barmecide was of a bounteous mind, 
But much to humurous merriment inclin'd. 
Spread was the board which promis'd to afford 
A rich repaſt for its facetious Lord. 
When he had heard poor Schacabac's complaint, 
a Approach (he cry*d) and feed without reſtraint.” 
He then preſents a plate unſtor'd with food, 
And kindly hop'd that the Rice-ſoup was good. 
lis 
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His gueſt (a man of wit, reſolv'd to bear 

His humourous whims) cry'd “ gods! what luſcious 
NR 

Then like his Patron, lifted to his head 

The empty ſpoon, and rich in fancy fed. 

The courteous Hoſt now tantalzing cry'd, 

& With bread thus white was monarch e' er ſupply'd?” 

Poor Schacabac, who bread nor meat could ſpy, 

Extoll'd the bread in raptures to the ſky : 

I do proteſt, he cry'd, tis paſſing ſweet, 

Elſe ſhould 1 eager, and thus hearty eat? 

« You much oblige me, Sir—now let me beg 

* Pray let me help you to this Gooſe's leg 

Schacabac reach'd his plate, in manners bound, 

And on it nought receiv'd with thanks profound. 

Whilſt he regal'd on this aerial gooſe, 

And prais'd the ſauce with compliments profuſe, 

His Patron pray'd with an obliging air; 

That he'd a corner of his ſtomach ſpare : 

c A curious diſh is yet to come (he ſaid,) 

& A roaſted lamb on nuts Piſtacho fed.“ 

He then thus ſpoke to the attending cook, 

Let the roaſt lamb upon the table ſmoak ! ' 


4 This 
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. This is a dainty, (adds the pleaſant hoſt) 

«© Which, ſave my own, no board could ever boaſt.” 
Schacabac lick'd his lips, and vow'd and ſwore, 
That 'twas like nothing he'd e' er ate before. 
Others, nice diſhes grac'd th' ideal treat, 

Which both prais'd high, of which both hugely cat. 
Laſt in the liſt of all this Phantom-fare, | 

Lo! an inviſibiè diflert appear. 

Amidſt the wild of ſweets a Lozenge ſtood, 

Which ſhone to Schacabac the ſov'reign good. 
This the kind founder of the feaſt declar'd 

Himſelf alone invented and prepar d. 

The Bermecide now courteous chid his gueſt, 
With want of appetite to ſhare the feaſt : 

« Such puny piddling work will never do; 

«© Why, you have next to nothing eat, I vow.” 
His viſitor (whoſe jaws with reſtleſs care 

Had long in truitleſs motion chew'd the air) 
Quite tir'd, and vex'd at the fantaſtick treat, 
Declar'd one morſel more he could not cat: 

© Gorg'd to the chin, ſweet Sir! I do proteſt ; 

© I beg, for heav*n's ſake, let my jaws have ret.” 
« Be't ſo then, cry'd the Barmicide; the board 
“ Shall be remov'd, and with treſh loading ſtor'd. 
The 
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© The grape's ſweet produce ſhall its joys impart, 


„ Smile in thine eye, and wanton in thine heart. 
« With my choice wines, I may with truth — 


* 


No vintage in all Perſia can compare.“ 

He ſeiz d an empty bottle by the breech, 

And ld their glaſfes with a bumper each. 
Schacabac gladly would have flinch'd his glaſs, 
Which in briſk circlings now began to paſs, 
Alledging that, when heated with the bowl, 
He was of ſtrange, unſocial, captious ſoul, 
The Barmecide held all excuſes vain : 

Refill'd a brimmer: fill'd, and fill d again: 


With wines of various vintage ply'd his gueſt, 


Who prais'd their colour much---but more their . 
taſte, 

Schacabac now, the comic ſcene to cloſe, 

Feign'd himſelf fluſter'd with the potent doſe: 

In frantic mood his hand rais'd high in air, 


And roundly flapp'd his patron on the ear, 


Then inſtant cry'd, What have my ſtars de- 


creed ? 
Pardon, oh! pardon this moſt daring deed j 
Did I not caution what a captious ſoul 
* 1 ſhar'd, when heated with the flowing bowl?“ 
| Reſentment 


Reſentment none the Barmicide expreſs d, 
But with applauding ſmiles extol'd his gueſt: 
Thou art a man of humour, cry'd the lord, 
© Fit to partake the bounties of my board. 
Since thou haſt thus enjoy'd my empty treat, 
Thou ſhalt in earneſt at my table cat.” 

He then commanded, * Slaves, attendants, hear 
Let now my ſupper in true ſhape appear 


His duteous ſlaves obey their lord's command. 


And with rich dainties now before him ſtand : 
Serve up the diſhes which were nam'd in jeſt, 
And luſcious Perſian wines prolong the feaſt, 


| Thus Schacabac enjoy'd the rea! treat, 
Which he before had in idea eat. 


EPITAPH on a LAWY ER. 
ER lies---good reaſon that he ſhould-- 
A man that never did much good. 


He was a Barriſter, d'y'ſee! _ 
And from both ſides oft took a fee. 


1. 
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His tongue was with perſuaſion oil'd 


His client's cauſe was never foil dd. 
Caſes in point he had by rote; 21 
He needed neither book, nor note. 15 


He could make out, as clear as light. 
That white was black, and black was whitez 
And, by like arguments, well-ſtrung, 

That wrong was right; and right was wrong. 

At laſt—for Lawyers, friend, muſt-pack— _ 
Death clapp'd an action on his back :- 

Confin'd him here ; and here he lies, 

To wait the final, grand aſlize. 

How he'll then plead his rotten cauſe, 

HE that knows all things, only knows. 


eee DELDELDELD 


EPITAPH on a BUM-BAILIFF. 


LOSE-cag'd here a Bum-bailiff lies, 
Without bail, and without main-priſe. 

An active member of the law 

He was: to freedom a fell foe. 

As others take, he never tog 

Men's hands; for he their ſhoulders ſhook. 

8 Y 'Gainſt 


9 
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*Gainſt him at laſt Fare iſſued out 

His writ: Death was to execute. 

He came, and on the ſhoulder clappꝰd bim . 

“My priſoner, friend !” and here entrapp'd him 


5 


SANTAN BARSISA; 


From the Guardian. Vol. II. page 148. 


ANTAN BARSISA for an age had giv'n, 
His ſoul to ſerve the juſt beheſts of heav'n: 

Scarce from his grotto ventur'd e'er to ſtray, 
Leſt to temptation he might fall a prey. 
By day he faſts, by night his God addreſt ; 
No thoughts impure defil'd his pious breaſt. 
All, all around rever'd his holy ways, 
And ev'ry tongueproclaim'd Bar/i/a's praiſe. 
When a petition was to heav'n preferr” d, 


Barſiſa aſk'd, and ſtraight the pray'r was heard. 
When ſickneſs rag'd, or agonizing pain, 


Barſiſa pray d, and all was health again. 


The Daughter of the King (ſo heav'n u 
That (where Barſiſa liv'd) in ſplendor reign'd, 
1 | L 2 With 


„ 
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With ſickneſs droop'd ; her cheeks fair roſes fade, 
And ev'ry beauty ev'ry charm decay d. 
Maugre all aid the {kil'd Phyſicians bring, 


Diſcaſe's winter nipp'd her blooming ſpring. 


Her royal Father's heart with anguiſh heav'd, 


For much helov'd, and much, of courſe, he griev'd. 


Finding all human efforts prov'd in vain, 
And that no med'cines would remove her pain, 
The King declar'd it was his good intent, 
She ſhould be forthwith to the Santan ſent. 
The Beys applauded what the King had ſaid, 
And the fair Princeſs to the Santan led. 


Barſiſa gaz'd with rapturous delight, ® 


And his cold boſom kindled at the fight. | 


Satan th” occaſion ſeiz*d, and * Oh! (be cries) 
c Seize, ſeize, Barſiſa, ſeize the beauteous prize 
«© Embrace the offer of this happy hour, 
And graſp the hear 'n that's now within thy pow'r; 
Tell the King's ſervants that compoſe her train, 
*Tis fit the Princeſs ſhould this night remain 
Hexe in the Grott', that thou may'ſt heav'n im- 
plore © FO 


T' appeaſe her pains, & hop'd-for health reſtore; 
| 5 « And 


- 


« 


cc 


n — — 
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<< And when to-morrow's fun ſhall gil the glade, 
< Let them return, and fetch the royal maid.” 
How weak is man! his beſt reſolves how frail ! 
Satan's curs'd councils. o'er the ſaint prevail. 

Vet, ere they left their beauteous charge behind, 
One was diſpatch'd to learn their monarch's mind. 
. Let her remain, (her royal fire reply d) 85 
* The Santan's holy and I'm ſatisfy d.“ 


They leave the Princefs at the King's command; 
And now thick darkneſs ſhadow d all the land. 
Satan again appear'd, and, whiſpering, cries, 

« Seize, ſeize, OSantan! feizethis beauteous prize: 
Embrace the offer of this happy hour, 

«© And graſp the heav'n that's now within thy pow r. 
& Dare the deelare the deed? her ſhame reveal? 

4 Each ear ſhall hold it as an idle tale. 

&« All, all around revere thy holy name, 

c Nor ſhall a tongue e en hint a thought of blame. 
Let the flame blaze that's kindled in thy breaſt; 
60 Raptures await thee; ſnatch them, and be bleſt!”? 


Th' unhappy Santan liſten'd to the foe : 
Embrac'd the council, and his future woc: 
E Approach'd, 
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Approach'd, and claſp'd the Princeſs in his arms, 
And dwelt with joy tumultuous on her charms, 


And in a moment, ſpite of all her tears, 
Caacell'd a virtue of an hundred you 


Doubts now, and dire diſmays by Fg and waht 
Surround the Santan, and his foul affright ; 
* Satan, (he cry'd) thou man's inſidious foe, 
At length haſt ſunk me in a ſea of woe: 
Vanquiſh'd my virtue, vilify'd my blood, 
© Tho' for an age I all thy arts withſtood !”? 
c Doſt thou reproach me (was the Devil's reply) 
Me that has gain'd thee ſuch ſweet, rapturous joy! 
« Thou may'ſt repent; but oh! unhappy caſe ! 
& The maid is pregnant by thy cloſe embrace. 
«© Through all the land ſhall fly the tale of ſhame, 
“ And ev'ry tongue ſhall turſe Barſſſas name; 
And, to fill up the meaſure of thy woe, 
Thy life ſhall fall a forfeit to the law. 


Theſe words ſhot terror through the Hermit's 
heart ; 


Of future hell he felt the mental ſmart, 

* Whither, oh ! whither, whither ſhall I fly, 
Lo hide th' opprobrious crime from human eye?* 
The 
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Th' apoſtate foe with promptneſs thus replyd, 

& Thou muſt freſh fin commit, the old to hide, 

« Murder the Princeſs; and with ſecret pains 

4 Deep in the grotto bury her remain 

& And when to-morrow the King's ſervants come, 
c To ſeek the Princeſs, and conduct her home, 
« Say that this morn, at early dawn of day, 
_ © To health reſtor'd, ſhe homeward bent her way. 
«; Long ſhall they ſearch to find the royal fair, 
& TO ev'ry city, ev'ry town repair; 2 01 K = 
« Long ſhall her father for her loſs bemoan, 


« His boſom long emit the plaintive groan ; 


4 


ce At laſt, when ev'ry toil has prov'd in vain, 


The ſearch ſhall ceaſe, time mitigate his pain, 


The Santan, deaf (now) to the voice of heav'n, 
Adopts the councils which Hell's Chief had giv'n: 
Murders the Princels, and with ſecret pains 

Deep in the grotto buries her remains, 


Next morn arriv'd, when the King's ſervants came, 
Enter the grotto, and the Princeſs claim. 
This morn, (the Santan cries) at dawn .of day 
© To healthreſtor'd, ſhe homeward bent her way,” 
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They ſearch · d through all the city, all the plain; 
Long, long they ſearch d, but all their ſearch was 
At laſt, deſpairing of ſuccels, they ceas'd;. 

When Satan thus the anxious train addreſs'd : 

6% Neer more expect the Princeſs to behold ; 

« With the pale dead her name is now enroll'd ; 
« The luſtful Santan, in the midnight ſhade, 
Firſt forc'd her virtue, than her life betray d; 
And to conceal the crime from human eyes, 

« Deep in the grott' the mangled body lies.” 


c 


N 


64 


A 


Strait to the place the officers repair'd, 
And found the body where the Dev'l declar'd, 
They ſeiz d the Santan, and immediate bring | 
Him, and the mangled Princeſs to the King, 


When the King view'd his daughter cold and pale, 

And heard, appall'd, the execrable tale, 

He wept in anguiſh, and in piteous tone 

Heav'd many a doleful, heart-diſtreſſing groan. 
And now he will'd the doctors ſhould repair, 

To hear the caſe, and judgement to declare, 

They came, and with accordant voice decreed : 
Death, death awaits him for the impious deed ! 


High 
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High in the air a gibbet now they place 
On which Barſiſa muſt his fate embrace. 


He now the ladder mounts in pale affright, | 
His ſoul in act to wing its myſtic flight, . 
When the arch- fiend approach'd the Santan's fide, 
And, bent on full damnation, thus he cry'd ; 

«© To me, O Santan! bend the ſuppliant knee, 
And from impending fate I'll ſet thee free ; 
* Far hence tranſport thee, where, as heretofore, 
6 Men ſhall thy virtues, and thy name adore.” 
Content, (the Santan cry*d) ſet, ſet me free, 
And to thy name I'll bend the ſuppliant knee.” 
«© But ere I ſnatch thee from ſurrounding woe, 

* Thou muſt a ſign of adoration ſhew.“ 

The Hermit bow'd his head, and thus reply'd; 

5 MyſelfI give thee ;—ndw be ſatisfy d. 


% J am, (the Devil rejoin'd) my doubts are clear'd ;” 


Spit in the Santan's face, and diſappear'd. 
The Santan ſigh'd; but ah! he ſigh'd too late; 
He inſtant ſwung into the arms of fate. 


ODE 
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ODE to GRATITUDE. 


1 ES! Gratitude, thou heav'n- born gueſt, 


= Whole pleaſing pow'r pervades my breaſt, 
1 For aids, for friendſhips to me ſhewn, | 

4 I proſtrate bend before thy throne. 

bl | 


Oh! let me fly with anxious haſte, 
Thy ſoft, thy cheering charms to taſte ; 
Oh! let me, in unfeigned lays, 

, Attune my tongue to ling thy praiſe, 

f When hoary age implores for aid, 

| And pity to the pray'r is paid, 

| *Tis thou, dear Gratitude, tis thou, 
Giv'lt to the deed the bleſſing due. 
When weeping widows, wrung with prief, 
From gen'rous minds receive relief, 
*Tis thou direct'ſt their hands to riſe, 
In pious poſture tow'rds the ſkies. 
When, ſick'ning on the couch of woe, 


Life's ſtreams in languid meaſures flow; 


"Tis thou, when hop'd-for health appears, 


Bedew'ſt the cheek with pious tears, 
Thon 
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Thou ſhouldit ſtill bloom in ev 'ry breaſt, 
In ev'ry ſtation ſtand confeſt z 
Alike to peaſants, and to kings, 

Its awnreward thy preſence brings. 


A Loyal SONG, 


I. 
— rouſe, ye brave Britons, no longer 


delay; a 

Approve yourſelves Lords of the waves; 

Shall Frenchmen e' er boaſt the domain of the ſea ? 
Shall freemen be frighten'd by ſlaves ? 


II. 
No- ne'er (cries Britannia, and brandiſh'd her 
ſhield) 
« Shall my ſons ſuch diſgrace undergo ; 
* To daſtardly Frenchmen they never ſhall yield; 
Arm, Britons ! face, conquer the foe! 
| 2 
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Sir Monſieur has vaunted, and vainly declar'd, 
He'll ride the ſole ſov'reign at fea, _ ; 
And Spain to aſſiſt the falſe foe is prepar dd 
By my ſhield, ſons ! it never ſhall be! 

Iv. e 
Let the trophies of victory, laurels of fame, 
My Edwards and Henries have gain'd, | 
The breaſt of each Briton with glory enflame ; 
Shall my ſons with diſhonour be ſtain'd ? 


V, 


Go - mount yon brave Bulwarks that float on 


the main, 
Heart of Oak are their ſides, and my ſons, 
Steer your courſe to the coaſts of falſe France 
and proud Span, 4 
Hurl death from the mouths of your guns. 


i 
Go knock at their gates, and thus boldly declare: 
Me'll reign the ſole Lords of the Waves, 
We'll ſap, ſack and burn, blow your fleets in the 
air, 


For Britain's a match for a million of ſlaves bo 
| 0 


pe EET 


MI18sCELLANEOUS PorMs. 157 


To a Painter on his having drawn a 
moſt excellent Venus. 


ELL haſt thou, artiſt, Love's ſoft * 
pourtay'd, 

Each beauty painted, and each grace diſplay'd ; 5 

Yet ſomething's wanting —ſomething which Pl 

ſhew z 


Let R-b--n fit, and ter. old grace ſhall ee 


The SUMMER- HOUSE.® 


TTEMPT, my Muſe, i in n ſtrains, 


To paint the pleaſing proſpeQs of theſe plains, 
Where art and nature lend their mutpal aid, 


To rear the fabric, or to form the ſhade, 

Where rivers run, woods wave, and ſtructures riſe 
To treat the eye with tranſport and ſurprize ; 
Where 


* "Hooks Building in the Nei -hbourhood, of Moer-houſe, 
y Jeremiah & Franke, Eſq. 
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Where yon gay green's ſlow-riſing ſummit gains 

A boundleſs proſpect o'er the neighbouring plains,” | 
# A ſtately ſtructure plann'd by Watſon, ſtands, 

. KEY 1 Watſon, lov'd lord of all theſe fertile lands ; 

f Watſon, whom tenants, and whom all adore ; 


142 Can mighty monarchs e' er aſpire to more ? 
1 Eight equilateral ſides the dome diſplays, 
14 Wich beam refulgent in the ſolar blaze. 
5 | | | Gracefully gay, it ſpeaks, in ev*ry part, 
FS Alike the planner's, and the builder's art ; 
But, chief, the proſpects which its height com- 


\ mands, 
Excite deſcription at the Poet's hands. 


Beneath the eye fair“ Martin-tarn is ſeen, 
Whoſe placid waves ſteal gently to the green, 
O'er whoſe unruffled mirror oft-times fly ; 
The clouds, and winged wanderers of the ſky ; 
Upon whoſe banks trees ſpread their verdant pride, 
And ſeem to float upon the lucid tide; LO 
Beneath their ſhade the ſtranger treads ſecure, 
And, fann'd by breezes, ſhuns the ſultry hour. 

| | ba Here 


— 


An extenſive Piece of Water, 
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Here let me oft direct my devious way, 

And, neath yon arbour negligently ſtray. 

On thee, friend Nathan / let me oft prevail, 
To launch thy. boat, and round the lake to ſail ; 
To caſt the anchor, where thy {kill ſhall ſay, 
And with our tackling tempt the finny prey. 
The ſea-green Pike ſhall oft become our prize, 
And prickly Perch a panting facrifice. 


Raiſe now, and caſt thine eye along the plain, 
Crown'd with rich meads, and crops of golden grain. 
Extenſive view! tho? oceans intervene ! 


Till Criffel's cloud-girt head concludes the ſcene. _ 


View, next the North; o'er Solway ſtretch thine 
eye, | 
Where Caledonia's ancient limits lie 3 
Hills beyond hills here ſtill ſtupendous riſe, 
Till the blue ether farther ken denies. 


Send now thine eye adown the Eaſtern vale, 
Where plenty ſmiles, and pleaſing views prevail, 
Where woods and lawns, and cots the ſcene come 

poſe, | 
Till the Northumbrian hills the proſpect cloſe. 


Nor 


F 
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Nor muſt the Southern ſcene anſung remain, 
Whoſe beauties flouriſh o'er th* extenſive plain; 
Fair fields, parks, paſtures, flocks and herds appear, 


Till awful * Skiddow ſtops the eye's career. 


— 
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„The higheſt Mountain in Cumberland. 


CATCH 


Sung at a Court held in honour of Jeremiah Wat- 
ſon, Eſq. Lord of. the Manor of Moor-Houſc. 


RAVE hearts, to this health let a bumper go 

| round, 

May our Lord ſtill with plenty and ors be 
crown'd ! 

May he {till rule the roaſt both at bed and at board, 

And long of theſe lands may he be the lov'd lord ! 


Next (fill up your glaſſes) ſucceſs to the plow ! 
May we reap twenty-fold for each grain that we 
ſow, ; 
May 
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May our fields ſtill prove fertile, our partners 
prove kind! 
Then a fig for the reſt! we'll caſt care to the wind. 


To the King let the next flowing bumper fly round, 
May his flegts and his armies with conqueſt be 


crown'd! 
May he lower the land- tar that ·L that were the 
| thing, Ds | | 
Would make us ſing merrily, © God fave the King.“ 


RSS SOSSOSSDSSOOn 


The Tragic Effects of Love, 


Inſtanced in the unfortunate, though real, Amour 


of two Negroes, Slaves to a Gentleman in the 
Welt-Indies. 


1 with abundance, and with fortune's 
ſmiles, _ 
Mercator flouriſh'd in yon Meſtern Iſles. 
Large were his lands; of ſlaves a num'rous band, 
Own'd him their lord, and crouch'd at his com- 
mand. 
= Amongſt 
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Amongſt the reſt a female ſlave was found, 
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry beauty crown'd 
For to the ſons of Afric's ſooty race, 

What might to us ſeem blemiſh, ſeems a grace) 
Two Negroe youths fell to Mercator's ſhare, 
In perſons comely, and of virtues rare. 

What pleas'd the one, the other ſtill approv'd, 
They liv'd like brothers, and like brothers lov'd. 
It chanc'd (unhappy ſource of all their woe!) 
That love (from love what mighty mis'ries flow ! ) 
Touch'd both their boſoms with its ſoft alarms, 
Each ſaw, each felt their captive partner's charms. 
The rival lovers equally ſhe lov'd ; 

Her artlefs heart each equally approv'd; 

And could themſelves have nam'd the happy man, 
She ſtraight with pleaſure had embrac'd the plan; 
But (ah! could love cer yet a rival bear?) 
Neither could think to quit the favourite fair. 
Yet, ſuch the friendſhip which their boſom's fir'd, 
Neither, by ſtealth, the beauteous prize deſir d. 
Friendſhip and love by turns their hearts aſſail'd, 
But tho? love prompted, friendſhip {till prevail'd ; 
Priſoners of love, twin-brothers of deſpair, 
They ſigh'd their ſorrows to th? unaiding air. 


All, 
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All, all around were conſcious of their ſtate, 
And all alike deplor'd their hapleſs fate. 


And now, O mournful Muſe, proceed to ſhew, 
The truthful tale of melancholy woe. 
One morn the lovers ſought the lonely grove, 


And with them went the object of their love, 


They groan'd; their boſoms heav'd with wild deſpair, 


And their loud lamentations fill'd the air j 

Then (Muſe, in tears the piteous tale impart) 
They plung'd their daggers in the virgin's heart; 
She ſigh'd, ſhe groan'd, fell proſtrate on the ground, 
And her ſoul hurried through the purple wound. 


Now view them mourning oe'r the fair one's 
fate ; - 

Love, grief, and friendſhip on their viſage ſate. 
They roll'd the anguiſh'd eye, ſigh'd deep deſpair, 
Bent down, and oft- times kiſs'd the lifeleſs fair; 
Then, to winde up the ſolemn ſcene of woe, 
Each rais'd his hand, each ſtruck the fata) blow: 
Each, falling, cry'd, * for her, for her I die!“ 
Their fouls purſu'd her to ſome unknown ſky. 


M 2 ODE 


* 


LEEP! To thee I tune my lay, 
Calmer of the noiſy day; 
Thou! whoſe balm-beſtowing hand, 


Shedſt ſweet comforts o'er the land. 


Stretch'd beneath thy healing reign, 
Reſt the toilers of the plain; 

Slaves forget their clanking chains, 
Sighing lovers all their Pains. 


Now the warblers of the groves, 
Ceaſe their ſonnets, ceaſe their loves, 
Clinging to the tottering ſpray, 
Dream the ſongs ſhall wake the day. 


Cattle now their eye-lids cloſe, 
Taſte the ſweets of ſound repoſe , 
Happy ! if they view in dreams, 
Flowery paſtures, flowing ſtreams. 


ODE to SLEEP. 


Foreſts, 


8 18 API * 
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Foreſts, on the mountain's brow, 
Hang tremendous to the view, 

' Nodding, awful, high in air, 

Seem the genꝰ' ral reſt to ſhare, 


Air's goſſop, from her empty cell, 


Not one ſtory now can tell; 


Not a whiſper, not a ſtrain, 
Can ſhe catch ofer all the plain, 


The L O T 1 


88181 me ye stock Jobben, Brokers and 
Jews! | 

(My ſtrains ſtand no need of the aid of the Muſe) 

Aſſiſt me whilſt I of the Lottery ſing, 

The Lott ry, of profits, and pleaſures the ſpring. 

Oh, Britons thrice bleſt! when for paltry ten pound, 

A man may with bright twenty thoyſand be crown'd; 

May horſes as good, and as grand keep his w---c, 
As his Grace, or his _— could wiſh to pro- 

cure. 


. Poor 


166 A CorrrecTion of 


Poor Criſpin the cobler, who ſings in his ſtall, 
The Babes in the wood, or Te merry-men all! 
By the dint of his awl has a ticket procur'd, 
By the dint of a ſix-pence his ticket inſur'd. 
« Acurſe on this cobling ! P11 leave off the trade ; 
& Fly hence, awl and apron !---my fortune is made. 
& Two maids in one night. TI have ſix by my ſtrap! 
Let each bring a pox, or let each bring a clap 3 
For bright twenty thouſand may tightly afford, 
To drink, and to game, and to w---e like a Lord. 


Young Molly the cook-maid, with fire in her eyes, 
 Purteſtt ſhe'll put in for the principal prize : 
15 poſitive ſure that the ſcheme muſt be right, 
For ſhe dreamt of the whole twenty thouſand ah 
night ; 
90 pawns gown and ſtays: * I'll my fortune not 
ilk ; 
* Henceforth ſhall need nought ſave ſattins and 
ſilk. 
** Now for courts, and for concerts, plays, op'ras, 
and balls, | 
te For patch, paint, and laces, e feathers 
and ſhawls ! 
« My 
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ce My coach !—the ſweet ſound !---my fix footmen, 
| ow gay 


+ 


& Tom! tell Kit the coachman to drive to the 
play 


Thus two are made happy ; for this is my creed, 
* Who thinks he poſſeſſes, poſſeſſes indeed.“ 


15 
1 


Let's now to the end of the chapter explore; 
(A couple of proofs are as good as a ſcore) 
The cook quits her kitchen, the cobler his ſtall, 
To hear their good fortune proclaim'd in the Hall. 
Number Thirty thouſand, three hundred and nine--= 
Blank !----Look to the cook-maid----ſhe faints---- 
+ Oh, tis mine!“ 
Number Sixty thouſand, fix hundred and three. 
Blank !—** Zounds ! that belongs (cries the cobler) 
to me!“ | 
Muſt the Muſe yet proceed ?...Yes ; let her relate, 
Ihe bleſſings that flow from theſe Lott'ries of State; 
The cook to her five-ſtory garret retires, 
And, How can I live!” in her garters expires. 
The cobler cries, © Life is not no worth a groat !” 
Whets his knife, and with vigour applies't to his 
throat, 


The 
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SS SSSI SS 
ONS TO Sd NEXEXRE>e> — 


The ASS and the BLACKBIRD. 


A Fable. 


Detraction's ſquinting, jaundic'd eye, 
Win, where they are not, errors ſpy. 
Thus much advanc'd, let's onward move, 
And, fable-wiſe, th' aſſertion prove. 


An Aſs, one day, beneath the ſhade, 
Supine, in lazy mood was laid. 
He was an Aſs of envious mind, 
To foul detraction much inclin'd ; 
An empty ſelf-conceited elf, 
Whoſe thoughts {till center'd in himſelf, 


A Blackbird, on a tree above, 
Attun'd his throat to ſtrains of love, 
His notes, no doubt, were ſweet and ſtrong, 
Love prompted, love inſpir'd his ſong ; 
For, in the brake below, his mate, | 


Faults in their fellow-creatures find? 


ITH what ſtrange promptneſs can mankind 


To 


To hatch her callow offspring ſate. 

The Aſs attended to the ſtrain, 
And envy boil'd through ev'ry vein, 
He ſhook his ears, and rais'd his head, 
And ſcowling upwards, thus he faid ; 

& Ceaſe, noiſy creature] ceaſe thy lay, 
6 Ceaſe to diſturb my reſt, I pray, 

6 Thy ſtrains are execrable ſtuff; | 
For heav'n's fake, ceaſe ;---we've had enough, 
“ Couldſt thou, like me, expand thy throat, 

* And ſing in deep, ſonorous note, 

“ Each ear would then approve thy lays, 
And in Currants dance forth thy praiſe, 

** Whene'er my muſic-pipes are tun'd, 

% Even horſes ſkip, and ſcamper round; 

“ School-boys, and females, old and young, 

* Move in quick meaſure to my ſong.” 

Needs mult I own (the Blackbird vow'd) 

Thou art with pow'rful parts endow'd 

But hark thee, friend !---a word, I pray 

Pear makes them dance - they run away. 
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The Hedge-hog, and the Squirrel. 
A Fable. 


OW oft appearances delude 
The raſh, unweighing Multitude ! 
How oft do men, tho? falſely, fix 
Bliſs in a crown, or coach-and-ſix * 
Theſe that on Fortune's ſummit ſtand, 
Pofleſs'd of all that's great and grand, 
Should wary look, ſhould wary tread, =, 


Leſt Envy's arrows pierce them dead. 
The moral this ;——let's onward move, 
And, what's advanc'd, by Fable prove. 


As through the woods an Hedge-hog ſtray'd, 
A Squirrel he by chance ſurvey'd, 
And view'd, with an admiring eye, 
His deeds of deft dexterit. 
From tree to tree, from bough to bough, 
As if endow'd with wings he flew. 
Now fat he on an hazzle tree, 
Regaling on brown nuts with glee; 

| From 


— 
—— — — — 
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From hence, with an elaſtic hop, 
He'd gain an Oak's umbrageous top, 
And, high exalted in the air, 

Liv'd luſcious : acrons were his fare. 


All this the Hedge-hog, enyying, ſaw, 
And in theſe words expreſs'd his woe 
4 Why, partial Nature why thus grace 
* Above our kind the Squirrel race? 
9 Why is it giv'n to them declare ! 
&« The oak's and hazzle's fruits to ſhare, 
& Whilſt we poor Hedge-hogs {till are found, 
& To creep, ignoble, on the ground, 
66 To budge o'er bog, o'er marſh, o'er mead, 
And on vile worms and ſnails to feed ?” 


= . 4 - 
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The Hedge-hog ſcarce had ceag'd, when lo! 
A youth mov'd forward ſoft and flow, N 
With gun in hand, and game in eye, 
Sworn foe to all that peck on high. 
Each tree with look intent he cy'd, 

And preſently the Squirrel ſpy'd ; 
His tube he levell'd ; fatal blaſt ! 
The Squirrel fell, bled, breath'd his laſt. 


The 
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The Hedge-hog utter'd this reply: 
« Theſe are the fruits to move on high!“ 


To a Friend, who asked the Author to 
f lend him Five 13 


IVE POUNDS !-— alas I much lament, 
F To find my friend non compos meni. 
For who of ſober ſenſe, and ſound, 

Would of a Poet crave Five Pound ? 
What way-ward Planet waſt thou under, 
To make ſuch an egregious blunder, 

To think that Poets cram their purſes 
With caſh, as faſt as they coin verſes ? 
Think'ſt thou that I can then abound, 

To ſpare the ſum of full five pound? 

Ah! thou kens not the ills that follow, 
The Votaries of bright Apollo ; 


For, tho? their heads with rhymes o'erflow, 


Their purſes, oft, are plaguy low; 

Witneſs !—ſce here my full told ſtore--- 

One, tio, three Shillings {---troth, no more. 
ROGER 


— 
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ROGER made Happy. | 
A Paſtoral in the Cumberland Dialc&. 


\NE ſummer morn, at early peep of day, f 
LF Ere yet the birds had left the dewy fpray, 
A faithful couple ſought the darkfome grove, 
And thus, alternate, told their artleſs love. 


R O G RE X. 
Mun I ſtill ſigh, and luik with a ſad feace ? 
Will Suſan never pity my peer keaſe ? . 
Mun I ſtill grean, and hing my heartleſs head, 


And luik like yen juſt riſen ſrae the dead ? N { 
Wulta' ſtill wear a heart ſac hard, my luive ? 

Can ſighs ne'er ſoffen't, nor compleenins muive ? | | | 
Alais ! my ſaul is ſadly out of tune! | | \1 

- Thy ſcworn will ſend me to the Kirk-garth ſuin. 1 
8 Us AN. f — 
What have I duine, by either word or deed, | | 4 

To gar thee gh, luik ſad, or hing thy beed? 5 . os 


ROGER. _ 
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Ah! mun I tell thee, what thou kens our weel, 
The flights I ſuffer, and the pangs I feel ? 
Have I not follow'd thee four years or maar, | 
In hopes thy favour and thy love to ſhare ? 
Treated at fairs with ale, and ſhwort keakes tee ? 


The keakes thou lik'd, but ah ! thou likes not me. 
When oft I clapp'd, and ſtrwoak'd thy cheeks fac 
reed, 18 5 
Thou fidgt, and cry d, * Thou's not ſtrwoak me 
indeed !” 
When but laſt night thou ſmil'd on ſlavrin Fack ;--- 
I ſaw, and heard (our weel !) each hearty ſmack. 


This is the cauſe that makes how ſud it fail? 
My heart ſac heartleſs, and my cheek ſae pale. 


87D: 8:4: 
Thou wrangs me, Roger wrangs thy Suſan till; 
Jack kiſs*d me unawares, agein my will. 


If I did ſmile, *twas not the ſmile of luive ; 


For ninne but Roger can my heart approve. 


q oe pi = 


Is this a dream to drown peer Roger's care ? 
It fac, wad I may never woken maar! 
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Is I awake ?---it, ſere, can never be 


SU. 5 A 
Thy een are oppen--- and nae doubt, they ſees 


R O G E R. 
Nay then I'ſe bliſt; I now believe my ears, 
And to the winds keſt o* my fuiliſh fears. 
Nae maar of greans, nae maar of greaves I'll tell; 
Roger is richer than King George himſell. 
Thus let me claſp thee---Kiſs thee thus till death 


S8 U'-$ N N. 
Stop. ſtop, dear Roger or thou'lt ſtop my 
breath | 6 
G 
Thy lips are ſweeter, ſweeter far, I vow, 
Than honey made frae ſweeteſt flowers that grow. 


Honey ſuin ſurfeits : maks a body ſeek ; 
But I could feaſt on thur ſweat lips ——a week. 


S U 3 A Mc 
I'll ſeavethem for thee then; ninne elſe ſhall ſhare; 
But oh! neer leave them for a ſweeter pair. 


ROGER. 


5 * 7 _ _— en — — 
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R O GE R. 
4 15 A ſweeter pair i- that cannot, cannot be; 
A ſweeter pair were never ſmack' d by me. 


4 Sooner ſhall leaves in ſpring forget to ſprout ” 


3 
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Sooner ſhall cats in Cawdaw dive for trout; 


Sooner ſhall gluttons run away frae meat 


* „ — — 
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Sooner ſhall hounds and hairs in friendſhip meet; 


Thur may, but it can never come to paſs, 
That I ſhould leave thee for another laſs. 


— 
R —— 4 — — — 
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SU 5AM | 
Sooner ſhall milk drop frac our Crummy's horns; 
Sooner ſhall apples grow on prickly thorns ; 


| Sooner ſhall urchins bang ſwuft hares in race, 


* — wv 
— od — 
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Or Skiddow-fell come ſkipping to this place; 
Thur things may happen, but it never can, 


1 That I ſhould leave thee for another man. 


| T 

1 Bleſs on that tongue but luik, my Suſan, luik ! 
1 Old Eſaher's Chimley has begun to ſmuik. 

| | 

| 


A haſty kiſs now ſeal'd their faithful vows 
. Roger the ſcythe, and Suſan ſought the cows. 
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Ode to Competency. 


WEET Competeney! guide to bliſs, | 
Thou pleafing aid to happineſs, - 
Why, why for ever thus evade my arms ? 
Muſt I ſtill unregarded figh, 
Still view thee with an envying eye, 
Yet ne'er embrace thy peace- inſpiring charms ? 
II. 

Repos'd upon thy downy breaſt, | a | 
Pale penury is ſooth'd to reſt, 


2 — — * 
— — ＋ . 3 1 
- * 


Nor feels the fears of want, or fortune's frown; = 
Cheer'd by thy care-diſpelling power, 9 | | b 
That turns to joy the heartleſs hour, ] 
The boſom's lord ſits lightly on his throne. | i | 
III. | gh | \ , 

At thy approach each anxious care, 1 
„ Mop'd melancholy,” dull deſpair 3 
: i & 

N | j | 
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Retire precip*tate from the mental ſeat; 

Light joys ſucceed the low'ring train; 

Calm comfort rears her placid reign, 9 85 

And the ſoul's crown'd with happineſs compleat; 
But, baniſh'd from thy aiding arms, 

The mind anticipates alarm, $15 
And in perſpective views woe's. pallid ae iP | 
The heart emits the ſorrowing agh, 


Peace, joy, content affrighted fly, 


And pale deſpondency broods o'er the brain. 


V. 
Come then thou ſmiling, ſoothing gueſt, 
And lull my aching heart to reſt; 
Why {till enroll me a gependant ſlave 7 
Let me adopt wife Hagar's pray'r, 
* Grant me nor wealth, nor want to ſhare !”?. 
Thee, Competency ! thee, and only thee I crave. 


\. 


ODE for CHRISTMAS-DAY. 


ES. 
FARK ! ſweet, celeſtial voices ſing, In 
« This day is born the heav'nly king, 
The dear Redeemer of man's ſinful race! 15 
Join---join, ye lands! the joyous lay; 8 
With adoration hail the day; 
Fall proſtrate, nations! and implore his grace. 
II. | 

No blazon'd dome, rio downy bed, 
Protects the heav'n-ſprung ſtranger's head, 
No pompous pageantries his birth proclaim; 
An humble manger is th* abode 
Of Chriſt, the living ſon of God; 
For ever hallow'd be his holy name ! 


III. 
Spiritual hoſts, in bright array, 


Still annual hail this holy day, * 


Ns And 
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And ſhake heav'n's concave with Seraphic ſongs 3 
On golden harps each hand eſſays, 
To ſing the fweet MESsSIAH's praiſe, 
Jehovah's ample courts are re heap'd with profirate 
: throngs. 
IV. 
Shall ae then, ſinners, clods of clay, 
Keep filent on the folemn day, 
Which angels, and arch-angels glorying own? 
Forbid it, grace ! but we ſhould try 
To aid heav'n's concert in the ſky, 
To ſing the Saviour, JEesUs! God's eternal ſon. 


Hallelujah 


ODE to PIT I. 
I. 
ITY! meek-ey'd heav'nly maid, 
In robes of righteouſneſs array d, 
Borne on the wings of charity, deſcend ! 


Firm on my heart erect thy reign, 

And gently glide through ev'ry vein, 

Oh! ſeal my ſoul for ſad affliction's friend! 

| | Conduct 
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II. 
Condu@ me to the duſky cells, 
Where captive miſery, pining, dwells ; 
There teach my heart ts weep at others* woe; 
Give to my tongue the pow'r t 'exprels | 
Sweet comfort to the comfortleſs, 


And prompt my hand its — to beſtow. 


u 
convey me to the houſe of pain, 
Where raging ſiekneſs holds its reign, 
Where agonizing griefs invade the ſky 
What tho' my {kill can nought avail,  - 
Yet oh! may ardent pray'rs prevail! 
My heart, at leaſt, ſhall heave the pitying ſigli. 


IV. 
Oh, lead me to the houſe of woe, 
Where orphan'd tears faſt ſtreaming flow, 
Where filent ſorrows plead their pow'rful cauſe ; 
Inſpire my ſoul, by thy ſoft pow'r, 
To ſweeten ſad affliction's hour, 
To help the helpleſs, and aſſwage their woes. 


N 3 When 


* 
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V.. 
When ſhips, toſs'd on tumultuous ſeag, 
No more can ſtem the boiſterous breeze, = 
But fink, full-freighted, to the dark ay; 
Then Pity! weep the dire diſtreſs, 
And thus the God of ſtorms addreſs : : | 
« May ſhip-wreck'd fouls attain the port of bliſs ! 485 


VI, 
Fly thoughts ! acroſs yon Weſtern main, 
To where pale carnage heaps the plain ; 
Attend me, Pity ! to this vale of woe; 
Here piteous weep at ey'ry pore, 
O'er friends, o'er foes diſtain'd in gore 
What eye can hold en, pitying ſorrows, 


flow! 


The 
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From Mr. Yorick's Sentimental 2 through 
F rance and Italy,——Vol. 1. Page 69. 


N A M PO N F. 
ND this poor fn 1 
been thy ſhare, 


6 Had chou yet liv d to breathe the vital air 
Thus ſaying, to his wallet he convey'd 


The poor remains of a poor crult of bread. 


The grief-ton'd accents touch'd my heart with pain; 


His favourite ſon, ſure, faints upon the plain! a 


No favourite ſon the woe-fill d ſtranger weeps 3 5 | 
His Aſs---his Aſs---his Aſs for ever fleeps. © — 
That very Aſs, which caus d La Fleur's o'erthrow, 
For him for him theſe plaintive accents flow. 
Even thus (thought 91 poor Sancho Pancho 
griev'd, | ; 
When his dear Dapple was of breath Ine 
But not thus feelingly his boſom heav'd. 


There 
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There fat the mourner, ſunk in deep diſmay Y 

Cloſe by his ſide his Aſs's trappings lay. 

Oft times he took them up----as oft laid by: 

A languid look as oft ſent to the ſky. © 

Again he touch'd them: ſhook his hoary head: 

ct Theſe were - -but ab! my faithful beaſt lies dead!” 

Then from his bag the pittance poor he took: 

& This to0---but ah, he's gone!“ with ſuch a look) 

Now on the bridle's bit the bread he lies: ; | 

Now views th* nne. views with wiſtful 
eyes; . 

And now his boſom heres with aan | 
ſighs, 


J 
Led by his artleſs ſorrows, crowds appear, 

To view the mourner, and his tale to hear ; 

The chaiſe my ſtation : hence I plainly ſaw, 

And heard, and felt the well-told tale of woe, 


“ Laſt from proud Spain's grape-giving plains 
I come | | 
& To ſeek Franconia, my yet diſtant home. 
** Thus far arriv'd, when oh! (he ſighing cry'd) 
* My faithful Aſs fell ſick, and droop'd and dy d.“ 
1 h* 


Th? admiring croud in mute amazement ſtand, ) 
And act their pity with up-lifted hand 
Then of the mourning ſtranger thus demand: 
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s What heedful errand, bulky buſineſs, ſay ! _ 
* Could lead thee, feeble, ſuch a length of way ?? 


66 


1 


66 


vs 


©» 


ce 


* 


(1 


66 


It pleas'd wiſe heav'n to bleſs my nuptial joys 3 
Heav'n, in its wiſdom, gave three blooming boys. 


5 Two of my ſons the ſmall-pox ſwept away; 


The third beneath the fell infection lay. 
Trembling leſt he ſhould ſhare his brother's fate, 
With ſolemn vows I thus the gods intreat : 


Spare---ſpare this youth, this (now) my only! 
| . 


care, 
And to St. Jago ſtraight will I repair, 
To pour my ſoul in fervent, grateful pray'r.“ } | 


Grief choak'd his utterance : inwardly he bleeds ; 
Tears freed the paſlage, and he thus proceeds ; 


66 


6 


66 
6c 
66 


66 


Heav'n heard - heav n ratify d my humble pray r; 
My ſon ſurviv'd; now, healthful, breath'd the 
air. N 


* My faithful Aſs I ſaddled, and beſtrode, 


(Thou patient partner of the toilſome road) 
Left my poor cottage, as in duty bound, 


To ſeek St. Jago's far-fam'd, ſacted ground. 
Still 
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5 Still when this bag ſupply'd its homely fare, 
Still my poor Aſs partook an equal ſhare, 
& He was unto me even as a friend —— 


“ But ah, he's gone! when will my ſorrows end ??? 


Each heart with pity heav'd. La Fleur, I ſaw, 

Preſented money to aſſwage his woe. 

« No, (cry d the mourner) that can nought avail ; 

& Tis not his value, but his 7% I wail. 

& My poor beaſt lov'd me, *tis my firm belief; 

& ?Tis not in gold to wipe away my grief.“ 

He then a long and artleſs tale relates, 

Of dire diſaſters, and untoward fates ; 

How that, amidſt the Pyrenean ways, 

He loſt, and ſought his Aſs for three long days: 

And that it was his firm and ſtedfaſt thought, 

That with like labour him the Aſs had ſought ; 

For when they met, he look'd ſo lank and lean, 

That, ſure, ſince parting, he'd ne'er crop'd the green. 

© Thou haſt, my friend, one comfort left at leaſt, 

Thou haſt been kind, good, bounteous to thy 
beaſt.” | | 

I thought fo once, kind Sir, (the man rejoin'd) 

** But, now he's dead, I'm of quite diff*rent mind. 

cc My 
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<& My own, I fear, and my afflictions' weight, 
* Have broke his heart and * him to his 
* {ate 7 Wb | | 
& If ſo, to what a ſize my ſins amount! 
&« His death, alas ſtands charg'd to my account. 


* Shame on the world! (and upwardcaſt mine eye) 
Could we but halt the ſympathy deſcry, 

In man to man, which this poor ſoul has ſhewn | 
For the dumb creature, that is dead, and gone, 
5 It would be ſomething.” ——— 


COSTARDs COMPLAINT; 


In the Cumberland Dialect. 


AES me! what's this that * ſae at ny 
heart, 
And fills my breaſt with ſeck a diſpert ſmart ? 
Can't be that thing cawt luive 800 folks, 
now tell! 
And Ie ſet down juſt how I find myſell. 
When Pe with Nell, my heart keeps ſuch a rout, 
It lowps---and lowps, as if it wad lowp out. 
I'e 


en 
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Pe apt to think judge if my thoughts be reet 
It fain wad fling tſell at ſweet Nelly's feet. | 
But when I frac her---oh, it's fearfu* flat! 

My hand can hardlins find it gang, pit, pat! 

It's o' ſac fare, it mun for ſartin bleed; 

It ſeems as heavy as a ſteane 0? leed. 

My neighbours jeer me, and cry,“ ſee, cocks-dogs r 
« Coſtard's reed heels are glourin owr his clogs !'? 
It's but owr true, and I mun beide their flouts, 
For ve nae heart to darn--- or clap on clouts. 
Sleep has forſworn me, as thur eene can tell ; 

Or if1fleep, I dream of nought but Nell. 

A keam's grown quite a ſtranger to my heed, 1 
My cheeks luik white, that us'd to luik ſae —4 
Clwoſe but my een, and you wad ſwear Ie deeds J , 
If this be luive, nae ſpwort in't can I ſpy; 
Good lword deliver us frac luive ! fay I. 

I us'd to ſing my ſang, and crack my joke, 
And ſhake my ſides at murth like other folk; 
But I'ſe fare chang'd frae what I us'd to be; 
Luik i“ my ſeace, and you may fairly ſee 

Vie nowther like to live, nor like to dee. 

If Tſe not easꝰ d- and ſoon---of this ill pain, 
In burn my ſonnets, and ne'er ſing again. 


— 


The 


Mrs8cELLANEous Por us. 189 


The FAITHFUL PAIR. ö 
1 Paſtoral, attempted in the Cumberland Dialect. | 
NE ſummer's evening, when the ſan was ſet, 
| Young Dick and Dolly by appointment met. 


Beneath a hedge they ſquatted fide by fide, 
When thus Dick ſpoke, and thus his Doll reply'd. 


D to. 
Let lwords and ladies pruſs the downy ſeat, 


And on fine carpets ſet their mincin feet ; 


I grudge them not their cuſhions ſoft—not I ; | 
This ground ſeems ſofter when ſweet Dolly's by. 70 | 


'D TE = 
Let other laſſes ſhine in filken gowns, 


vn * 
— — 


| 
And fix fauſe hair upo? their cockin crowns ; | 
Seck faſhions I'll ne'er follow while I'ſe whick, | 
Lang as plain Grogram, and thur locks pleaſe Dick. | 


021 Ke 
Till I kent thee, I never kent true bliſs, | 
Never, dear Doll, I ſwear by this ſweet kiſs, £ 
To ' 
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To fairs, and ſpworts, and murry- nights I've geane, 
But like ſweet Doll I never yet faw yen. | 


| 6.6 £4 6 - 
Thouf I'ſe but young—juſt ſweet ſixteen—no 
more; | | BY 
I might have had ſweethearts at leaſt a ſcwore z 


But ninne amang them o' could pleaſe my ee, 
Till Dick I ſaw: right ſoon I fancied thee. 


D I C K. 
Bliſt Whuſen tueſday ! beſt day in the year ! 
I, on that day, ſurſt ſaw my Dolly dear. 
My twea ſhwort keaks were war'd weel worth the 
while ; Ls 
For Dolly took them : took them with a ſmile, 
© Q' bb ki 3. 

Thar keaks---thar ſilent keaks did maar for thee, 
Than a weeks wooing frae ſome tongues wad dee. 
The teane I cat : the other carefu' laid, 

Beneath my bouſter when I went to bed. 
I turn'd North, South, I turn'd me Eaſt and Welt, 
And thus I cry'd, ere I crap to my neſt : 


& May luky dreams laake round my head this night, 
And ſhew my true-luive to my langing fight!” 
I 
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1 dream'd—cocks-fiſh ! ! as ſere as I'ſe here whick, 
The leeve-lang night of nought but thee, my Dick. 
And when I wokent---keaks have powerfu* charms--- 


I fand the bed clacs-—twoſe rowd | in my arms.— 


1 
And m' happen thought *twas me 


DOA 
Nay that PI keep; 
But never laſs, ſere, had a ſweeter ſleep. 


| 
| 


„ 
The caſe is a clear caſe; I plainly ſee, 
That Dick's ordain'd for Doll, and Doll for me. 
Why ſud we fanter ?---If my Doll thinks fit, 
The nwote this varra mworning ſhall be writ, 
And gien on Sunday to the Pariſh-clerk. 
There ne'er comes luck of dilly-dallying wark. | 
Why filent, luive ? and why that bluſhing check ? 
I hope *tis right plain Engliſh that I ſpeak. 


D Ol LU, . 
Plain as a pike- ſtaff.T but what need I ſay ? 
I'ſe ready---and have been this mony a day. 
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A LECTURE 


To the Culprit on the Stool of Repentance, and to 


the Reſt of the Defaulters. 


Weel, guid hearers! are ye aw come ben? 
Beſt rin you owr, ſyne I ſhall better ken. 
Firſt, there's Kate Thampfſon---nay ne'er creel you 


down--- 


Fou weel I ken you by your tartan gown. 

Weel may you be aſham'd to ſhaw your feace, 
For, troth, I dreed, it's unco ſcant of greace. 

It's na twa years yet ſen you play'd the fool; 

I gar'd you ſit for't o* repentance ſtool ; 

And now I hear you're gawn the ſame foul gate, 
And that you're half-way geane to glimmrin Pate. 
Ist true or fauſe now Kate? fou fain I'd fpear ; 
Appen your gab, and tell your miniſter ! 

Fou wonna ſpeak ?---than I maun ſpeak myſel : 
It's true, I dread, as th* muckle Deel's in h--l, 
Weel ; ſen your filence has your fault confeſt, 


Of a bad bargain you maun mak the belt, 
I'ſe 
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I'ſe na be owr hard o you honeft Kate ! 
(Our wife yence flippit ' this fliddry gate) 
When your time comes---as come it will I trow, * 
Gie your bearn ſook, and de as weel's you dow; % 
* not it's enn or I ken we you'll lowe. 


Nieeſt, Wally Wollfon' 8 od noſe I ſee; 
Weel a-waite Wolly mon, how's aw we ye“? 
An unco ſtranger you i' this guide place; 


It's full twol weeks ſen here you ſhaw d your face. 


I need na ſpeer, whare been? your dram-burnt 
Nn | | 

And pluiky checks fou weel that truth diſcloſe. 

Wa fie now, Wully mon, wa fie for ſhem ! 

Are fax lang days owr ſhort to drink and drem? 

Reſaare, at lealt, yen for a godly uſe: 

Let the feeventh ſee thee here i thy auld bueſe 

Or gif thou wonna---truth I needs maun tell--. 

The Deel will gar thee drink het drinks in h-. 


Gif my auld een can gang that far areight, + 
Yon's young Gib Rackle i the gallry ſeat. | 
Aye, aye tis him---wa wow! but Gib, my lad, 
You're unco ſpruee i your braw ſpang · new plad. 
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Is't paid for, Gib ?---for aw your'muckle luiks, 
I dreed it ſtands uncrosſt i” th' ſhapman's buiks. 
Fie, Gibbie, fie! afore I'd rin a truſt, 

Pd water drink, and munch a mueldy ak. 
I hear foreby you're vilely gi'en to vice, 
To the Deel's buiks and bones, the cards and Wee: - 
And that whole nights you'll to the bag-pipes dance, 
In monkey lowps, imported firſt frae France 
But quat thur tricks, or than I'se read your doom, 
You'll dance at laſt the Deel's drawing-room. | 


Ahe that ſits Far our wad Laird, 

- ++: 28006! 15 . 
Excuſe my glimmrin een's owr lang neglec'--- 
"Tis their foul fault, not want of due reſpec'. 
I'se unco glad again to ſee you out; 
You've lang laid up wi that ſame weafu* gout. 
The gout, I trow, gif my auld {kill be reight, 
Rins frae your thrapple quite down to your feet. 
Your owr fat fleſh, and your high. ſeaſon'd ſauce, 
Your teas, and * that gang down your 

awſe, | 
Theſe are the things, as ſure as you are whick, 
That cauſe you thus to hirple owr a ſtick. 
, With 


& * 
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With a whun parridge wad you break your faſt, 
Your ſhanks wad then as lang's your body laſt. 
Sup guid ſweet milk, kale, crowdy, and the like, 
And you'll be fit to lowp the higheſt dike. 

Theſe the beſt ſtaff for limbs, health's bluimin ſmile 
Could I, ilk ſabath, elſe walk ſax ſcotch mile? 
But whuſnht! I hear twol chappit o' the clock 
Juſt a ſhort pray'r, ſeyne I'll let looſe my flock. 
May what I've preach'd this day prove haalſome food, 
Stick to your hearts, and do your ſauls much guid! 
Now to your croudies---I've nae maar to ſay ; 
Guide Laird!“ J ſe take a bite wi' you the day. 


— N 
* * 
o . 


— 


®* Rubbing his hands, and bowing to the Laird of the Manor. 


From Mr. Yorick's Sentimental Journey through 
France and Italy. Vol. II. Page 217. 
MOUL INES. 


EARNING once more to view the drooping 


i fair, 
I quit the road, and to her cot repair. 
On On 


— a_g4 —— Sy. - 
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On our approach the mother ſtreight appears, 
Bending beneath the weight of woe and years. 
Her looks, without the aid of language, ſhew 

Her griefs, and mutely tell the tale of woe. 

Her huſband was no more: the abſent ſtate 

Of pobr Maria haſten'd on his fate: 

He pin'd in ariguiſh o'er her piteous doom, 

And funk at laſt in ſorrow to the tomb. 

« Much had I fear'd, (the mournful mother ſaid) 
<« His death had heap'd full woes upon my head: 
“ Plung'd poor Maria in yet darker night, 
And in her brain extinguiſh'd reafon's light; 

e But (thanks to heav'n !) this trying ſcene of grief, 
6 Has ſomewhat giv'n her malady relief; : 
&« Yet ſtill ſhe's reſtleſs ; at this moment ſtrays, 
Or in the pathleſs fields, or public ways.” 


Why does my pulſe, whilſt I the tale relate, 
In flow, and languid palpitations beat? 
La Fleur, whoſe heart ſcem'd only form'd for joy, 
Why paſs d he twice his hand acroſs his eye ? 


We left the afflicted widow's dull abode, 
Purſued our journey and regain'd tae road. 
54 Whilſt 
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Whilſt Moulines now ſome half league diſtant ſtood, 
Where a path open'd to a neighbouring wood, 
1 ſpy'd the drooping melancholy maid, 
Seated beneath a Poplar's ſpreading ſhade, 
Upon her lap her elbow was ſuſtain d; 
Her head within her hand ſhe ſideways lean'd. 
Cloſe at her feet a brook meand'ring flows, 
Which, murmuring, ſeem'd to ſympathize her woes. 
She was in dreſs of milk-white dye array'd, 
Not varying much from what my friend portray'd ; 
Save that her locks now wanton'd in the wind, 
Which were before in ſilken net confin'd. | 
A ribband green was o'er her ſhoulder ſtrung, 
At which her pipe in graceful poſture hung. 
Her goat had prov'd as faithlefs as her ſwain : 
Left its kind keeper, and fled o'er the plain, 
A little dog the faiſe one's place ſupply'd, 
Trod in her ſteps, or trotted by her fide, 
But, leſt he too ſhould from her preſence fling, 
She led the favourite captive ina ſtring. 


Whilſt I her dog with look attentive ey'd, 
Thou ſhalt not leave me Sylvio,“ ſhe cry'd, 


O 3 Then 
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Then drew him nearer; I could plainly ſpy, 
The gliſtening tear ſtand trembling in her eye, 
Nor goat nor faithleſs lover caus'd her woe; 

Her father's death for him her ſorrows flow. 


Cloſe by the mourner's fide I took my feat, 
And of rich ſorrow ſhar'd the luſcious treat: 
Wip'd off each grief which ſtarted from her eye; 3 
And then my own which flow d in ſympathy. 
Thus whilſt by turns I did our tears away, 
Emotions ſtrange within my boſom play, 
Such as mere matter, and mere motion join d, 
Could ne er produce within the human mind. 
peace peace, materialiſts: no longer preach; 
LT have a ſoul, theſe pow'rful pleaders teach. : 


When now Maria's tears began to ceaſe, 
And her looks ſeem'd to ſpeak returning * 
I aſk'd, if yet it liv'd within her brain, 
That ſome two twelve months ſince here on cot 
A ſtranger of a pale, and meagre mein, 
Had fat beſide her on the flowery green ? 


Les, (ſaid the maid) and though what you relate, 


66  Chanc'd when I labour'd in unſettled ſtate, 


6c © Yet 


. 
& 9 


13 


cc 
cc 
ce 
ce 


cc Hoping its owner might, i in future day, 


cc 


Ce 


With joyful haſte ſhe took it from her ſide; * 
Vine leaves enclos'd it, and a tendril ty d. 

She now unbound and ſpread it on the green, 
Mark'd in one corner a plain $ was feen. 


cc 


cc 


(e 


cc 


66 


— 


cc 


And, bare- foot, tread rough Savoy's flinty roads. 5 
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Vet, for two reaſons I th' event recall, wool. B 
The-ſtranger-pity'd-poor Maria's fall; 


And next my goat, which cloſe beſide him lay, 


Wantonly ſtole. his handkerchief away. | 


I chid the pilferer for th' audacious deed ; 

On him theſe hands a juſt reward decreed. - 
I waſh'd it in the brook (proceeds the maid) 
And with all ſafety i in my pocket lad. 


Acroſs theſe plains, perchance, direct his way 3 ; 
Reſolving then, as honeſty demands, 
Safe to reſtore it to his friendly hands. 10 


Since that adventure, (graceful adds the maid) 
Theſe weary'd feet as far as Rome have ſtray d: N 
Walk'd round St. Peter's ample, holy dome, 
And brought me back here to my heartleſs home. 
Without a guide to point the arduous way, 
Acroſs the lofty Apenines I ſtray : 

Money-leſs roam through Lombardy's abodes, 


% How * 
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« How I got ſtruggled through theſe various woes, 
6e Is more, in ſooth, than poor Maria _ pt 
% But God is gracious—pitifully kind! 

« To Seu lamb he has 00 1 * 

.S. 


6 Shorn, eee ey 
And waſt thou hence to my own land convey d, 


My cottage ſhould an aſylum afford; ; 
* Thou ſhopld'ſt partake the bounties of my board. 


"6 


Of my owp hread thou ſhould'ſt moſt welcome cat, 
of my own cup ſbould'ſt ſhare the equal treat. 
Nor ſhould the change thy Sylvio diſpleaſe; 
He, for thy fake, ſhould live at plenteous caſc. 
© Whene'er thy weakneſs prompted thee to roam, 
I'd watch thy ſteps, and gently ſoothe thee home, 
When the fun ſet, my pray'rs I'd fervent ſay; 
Thou on thy pipe thy evening ſong ſhould'ſt play. 
* Nor would the incenſe of my ſacrifice 

* Appear lels pleaſing in my Maker's eyes, 

? For that it reach'd his high and holy throne, 

8 Attended by a heart · broke Maiden's moan.? 


K 


K 


Whilſt thus I ſtrove to ſteal her from deſpair, 
My foul, i in pity, melted o'er the fair, | 
Full, 
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Full, fympathizing griefs, unceaſing, flow, 
And ſteep'd my handkerchief in honeſt woe. 
Of this Maria due obſervance took; . 
Give me! (ſhe cry'd) I'll waſh it in the brook.?? | 
Where wilt thou dry it ?---ſay, my child, impart? 
6 Here in my breaſt---'twill eaſe my aching heart.“ 
And does thy heart yet with ſuch warmneſs glow ?? 
I touch'd the ſtring on which hung all her woe. 
In mute diſorder, and with modeſt grace, 
Awhile ſhe wiſtful look'd me in the face. 
Nor ſpake, but in her hand her pipe diſplay'd, 
And her pure ſervice to the virgin play -d. 
Her flutter'd ſpirits now grew more ſerene, 
She dropp'd her pipe, and roſe from off the green, 
And whither, now, Maria, doſt thou bend?“ 
“ To Movlines.” * Thither T1! thy ſteps attend: 
Try, as we go, to ſoothe thy foul to reſt, - 
And calm the throbbings of thy beating breaſt. 
Her arm in mine with graceful caſe the join'd, 
And her mute comrade follow'd cloſe behind. 
Thus we proceed along the public plain, 
And thus the centre of the town we gain. 
Long did my eyes upon Maria dwell, 

Took their laſt look, my tongue its laſt farewell. 
Fe s Adicu, 
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Adieu, poor luckleſs maid | imbibe the balm 

A ſtranger pours thy troubled ſoul to can. 

The PowER, who twice has bruis'd thy bleeding 
© 4.640 te 1h 

Hz only can the perfect cure impart.” 


N 1 G H T. 


OW reigns the midnight hour; o'er half the 
globe, 5270 

Nie Hr, murky goddeſs ! ſpreads her ſable robe: 

Lulls the laborious peaſant to repoſe 

In dreams the captive now forgets his woes. 


Yet total darkneſs not enwraps the ſcene ; 

Kind Cynthia ſhines, Night's pale imperial queen ! 
In “ rayleſs majeſty” enthron'd on high, 

She wheels her circuit through the vaulted ſky. 
Numberleſs orbs in glittering order glow, 

And lend their influence to theſe lands below. 
Now ſolemn ſilence holds her awful reign, 


Aud not a whiſper breathes through all the plain, 


Save 
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Save that the owl, with unmelodious throat, 

From yonder ruins hoots her diſmal note. 

Men, beaſts, and reptiles reſt ; ſave thoſe fell trains, 
Thirſting for blood, that nightly prowl the plains. 
Now to the ſheep-folds ravenous wolves repair, 
And ruthleſs, ſeize the ſhepherds bleating care. 
Now roam the © ſhaggy monſters of the wood, 
Gore their own ſpecies, and regale on blood. | 
Nor this their only prey ; in hapleſs hour, 

Man oft-times feels their fierce unpitying pow'r, | 


Oh, happy Albion ! oh, thrice happy ſwains ! 4 
No wolves your herds, no wild beaſts haunt your 
plains. | | 


You, and your flocks, undreading nightly foes, 
Taſte the calm comforts of ſecure repoſe. 


Praiſe then that power, whoſe kind, whoſe par- 
tial love, ; 
Has plac d you here in Britain's blooming grove. _ 


5 


CUPID 
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CUPID and the FOWLER. 
A Fable, from Heſiod. EL 


Youthful Fowler, in a leilure hour, 4 
(He ne'er had felt Love's ſoft, W 
pow'r)' _ 15 40 

Eager from grove to grove purſu/d 9 ways. 

In hopes to fix the feather'd train his prey. 

Whilſt ev'ry tree intent the ſtripling ey'd, | 
Perch'd on a bough Love's winged god he ſpy'd. 
Joy heav'd his breaſt ; he ſpread his ev'ry ſnare, 
Sighing the bulky, bright-wing'd prize to ſhare. 


In en mood the fluttering deity, 
Flapp'd his fair wings, and fled from tree to tree; 
Fruſtrated all the ſchemes the fowler ſpread, 
And as he follow'd, ſtill more diſtant fled. 


At laſt the youth, deſpairing of his prey, 
In pure vexation toſs'd his toils away : 
Sought the old ſhepherd in the neighbouring plains, 


Who Nen him firſt t entrap the warbling trains. 
When 
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When thus the ſtripling ; © Good, old father, ſee ! 
What glorious game ſits perch'd on yonder tree. 
Long have! toil'd the goodly bird to gain, 

bor But all my arts, and all my tolls are van.“ 


The aged ſhepherd ſhook his hoary head, 

| Smit'd on the boy, and thos in anfwer faid ; 

Quit the purſuit : Fly quick acrofs the plain; 

e This bird will pierce thy breaſt with rankling 
ts! EA of e 

« He is a ſorcerer; his magie pow'r, 

Will through thy veins a poiſonous tincture pour. 

« Bleſs thy good ſtars, that have this day prevail'd ; 

Happy that all thy efforts thus have fail'd. 

© Yet know, my fon, that when with briſker flow, 

© Thy blood ſhall glide, thy cheeks with manhood 
__ 

© This bird, which now evades thy arms by flight, 

Will then, ſpontaneous, on thy breaſt alight.“ 


The 


The CONTEST. A Paſtoral. 
T HI R:$.1.$ 
TT HILST here our flocks around in fafety feed, 
Let us alternate tune the ruſtic reed, 
Each ſing the fair that holds his heart in chains, 
And liſt'ning echo ſhall repeat the ſtrains, 


Oo N 
Agreed. I firſt Cleora's charms will ſings 
Cleora ! gentle as the genial ſpring. 
As Hebe youthful, and as Venus fair, 
No nymph with lov'd Cleora can compare. 
TH 18 814 
Ceaſe, ceaſe ! I firſt will chaunt my Phcebe”s fame ; 
Superior graces the firſt ſonnet claim, TY 
Phcebe the good, the graceful, and the gay, 
Is bright as morn, mild as the eve of May. 


C O LI N. 


Cleora's auburn locks, with comely eaſe, 
Shade her white neck, or wanton in the breeze. 


* 
* 


Her 
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Her eyes the brightneſs of the ſun diſcloſe ; 
Her checks oat-bloom the bluſhes of the roſe. 


1 H 1 R 8 I 8. 

MMyÿy Phaebe's breaſt is white as new fall'n ſnow ; 
Hereyes with luſture, checks with freſhneſs glow. 
Each charm to paint what mortal can preſume ? 

Her voice is muſic, and her breath perfume. 


F 
| What grace tranſcendent in Cleora's ſeen, 
When to the pipe ſhe moves upon the green? 
All eyes my fair one's winning airs approve ; 
She moves a grace, and looks the queen of love. 


. 
When Phcebe ſings, attentive ſilence reigns 3 
Each ear enraptur'd drinks the pleaſing ſtrains. 
Her flocks, whilſt ſhe the force of ſong eſſays, 
Forget to feed, and liſten to her lays. 


CO LF: 
To my Cleora's love my life I owe, 
For ſhe prolong'd it in yon glen below. 
A river deep meanders through yon meads, 


And on its banks high hazels rear their heads. 
1 Theſe 


; 
| 
© 
: 
F 
| 
— 
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Theſe I aſcend with joyful anxious haſte,” 

That my Cleora might the cluſters tafte, 

Whilſt carcleſs on the tottering tree I ſtood, 

I flipp'd my hold, and headlong daſh'd the flood. 

Stunn'd with the fall, I floated on the wave; 

Cleora faw ; ſhriek'd, plung'd my life to fave. | 

She ſeiz'd, ſhe dragg'd me breathleſs to the ſhore; 

She wept, and cry'd, 6 my Colin is no more!” 

My blood at laſt again began to flow, 

My pulſe to beat, my checks with life to glow. 

Where am 1?—where ?—where am I, heaven? 
Lo cry'd ; 37 

Here, Colin, here, by thy Cleora's fide.” 

Then tell me Thirſis (and with truth declare) 

Can I or praiſe, or too much love the fair? 


„„ 


Large proof of love, my Colin, I muſt ow]; 
Nor has my Phcebeleſs affection ſhewn. 
A noxious fever late attack'd theſe plains, 
And rigorous rag'd amongſt our youthful fwains. 
It was my lot, in God's good-ſeeming hour, 
To feel the force of its infectious pow'r. 


Soon 
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Soon as my Phœbe the diſaſter knew, 
Borne on the wings of love ſhe, trembling, flew : 
Hung o'er my bed with an unweary'd care, 
| Scorning the aids of food or fleep to ſhare. 
At laſt kind heav'n vouchſaf *d to caſe my pain, 
And cool the fev'riſn ferment 1 in my brain. 
Ithen perceiv'd (till then that ſenſe deny'd) 
My faithful fair one weeping by my fide: 
« Why would'ſt thou Phoebe hazard thy fair frame, 
& And face the dangers of th' infectious flame ? | 
cc What (more than) goodneſs in thy foul appears?” 
1 ſeiz'd her hand, and bath'd it with my tears. 
How could thy Phcebe from het Thirſis ſtay, 
When drooping, ſick ning, on his bed he lay ? 
Piſdaining danger, to thy arms 1 fly ; : 
< What---what is life, if my lov'd Thirſis die? 
Now, Colin, ſpeak ! | (and thou the truth declare) 
Can [or praiſe, or too much love my fair? 


EEG 


Each our pure love, and each our praiſes claim, 


Their charms are equal, virtues are the ſame. 


---But-whilſt we here prolong the pleaſing ſtrains, 
Behold our flocks have {tray'd wide 0? e the plains, 


* Let 
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Let us fetch back the white-flecc'd = crew, 
And then the ſoothing ſubje@t we'll renew. 


Stanzas; addreſſed to a new- born Son. 


I. 
AIL, infant ſtranger ! ſmiling ſweetneſs hail ! 
Accept the homage of theſe artleſs ſtrains ; 
Oh, may the wiſhes of the Muſe prevail! 
Long may'ſt thou live to tread theſe peaceful 


plains 1” 1 


II. 

Genii! your kind protecting pinions ſpread, 
Around the cradle of this welcome gueſt, 
That ſafety ſtill may hover o'er his head, 
And health beat high within his harmleſs breaſt, 

III. . 
Stretch thy young eyes acroſs each fertile field, 
Verdant, or with the yellow harveſt ſtor'd; 
Theſe---thefe to thee an after hour ſhall yield; 
Theſe levePawns ſhall own thee lawful lord. 


From 
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| IV. | 
From liſping childhood to maturer age, * 
In ſenſe increaſing, and with vigour crown'd; _ 
May'ſt thou {till read, and mark fair virtue's page, 
And in each manly exerciſe abound ! 

V. 

But far fly hence, ye priſoners of the mind! 


Preſumption, pride,.and ev'ry apiſb air; | 
Heav'n ſtore his heart with intelects refin'd, 
And let each word, and deed, his worth declare; 


VI, 
Thus prays the muſe : and hopes in future day, 
To view thee riſe the idol of the plain ; 
Then ſhalt thou all thy parents' care repay, 
And live the loy'd of all our rural train. 


P 2 From 
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Prom the LET TR RG SF 


The late Rev. Mr. Laurence Sterne to 
his moſt intimate Friends. 


ren t, „ o 
To. NG Linens" 


ES! from the buſtling world I'll ſilent ſteal, 


=. Nor ſhall a tongue my reſidence reveal. 


Not even Echo, from her cavern'd ſeat, 
Shall in mock accents whiſper my retreat : 
Paint to thy mind a rich romantic view ! 
A ſun-gilt cottage on a mountain's brow, 


Where trees in winter from the tempeſt ſhield, 
And in the ſultry ſeaſon coolneſs yield. 

And doſt thou think thoſe ſweetners of the mind, 
Friendſhip and Love ſhall e' er be left behind ? 
No, Laura, no! they, iti the lonely hour, 

Shall on my ſoul their ſweeteſt influence pour: 
Shall, in thy amiable form ariſe, 

At morn, at noon, at night before my eyes. 
Such 
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Such innocence, ſuch raptures will we ſhare, 

As erſt in Eden crown'd the happy pair, 

Ere the arch-fiend (mankind's inſidious foe) 
Stole in, and chang'd the bliſsful ſcene to woe. 

Kindeſt affections here ſhall ſtill find room, | 

To ſhoot, to ſpread, and, undiſturb'd, to bloom 2 

To bear the fruit (luxurious mental food!) 

Which pride, care, envy kill within the bud. 


Let human hurricanes at diſtance beat, 

Their rage ſhall ne er approach our peaceful ſeat. 
Haſt thou not ſeen, in ſtern December's train, 
A Polyanthus blow upon the plain? 

Some friendly wall has lent its foſtering aid. 
From biting blaſts to form a ſhielding ſhade.— 
No influence of the planetary pow'rs, | 
Save that preſiding o'er the ſweeteſt flowers, 
Shall e'er deſcend upon our bliſsful bowers. * 
Heav'n ſhield ! what pleaſures from th' idea fpring ? 
What joys, what raptures would poſſeſſion bring? 
We'll build, we'll plant, but torturing art deride 3 
Untaught ſimplicity ſhall be our guide. 
Unerring nature ſtill ſhall be our law, 

From her we'll learn the ſweets of life to draw, 


P 3 Her 
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Her chymic hand the good of life ſhall cul va 
And mingle in one ſweet ſalubrious bowl. 

Cares, fears, diſeaſe far from our cot ſhall h. 
Guarded by thy tutelar deity. 

Of gratitude we'll ſing the choral lay, 

Whilſt through our peaceful pilgrimage we ſtray, 


Adieu, my beſt! oh, to my arms return ! 
I languiſh, pine, and for my Laura mourn. 


From the fame. 


LETTER. LXXSIV, VOL. ll. 
From Ignatius Sancho to Mr. Sterne. 


N your humanity *twould inſult ſeem, 
To frame excuſes for. my artleſs theme, 
I am from that ill-fated lineage ſprung, 
Term'd Negroe by the low, illiberal tongue. 
Fate on my youthful years indignant lowr'd, 
And in life's bowl her baneful acids pour'd ; _ 
Plac'd me where un-enlighten'd ignorance, - 
Was ſor obedience deem'd the beſt defence. 
1 Through 
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Through ſtudious toils, with honeſt ardor fir'd, 

Some little learning I by ſtealth acquir'd. 

Theſe later years of my allotted round, 

Have been (bleſs heavin !) with ev'ry comfort 
crown'd. 

Plac'd with the truly ak: and nobly great, | 

More mild than freedom ſeems my ſervile ſtate: 

My chief delights from well-penn'd books ariſe; 

Thee, bleſt PILAN TARO Y! I idolize; ; 

Nature's great limner, artiſt all- divine! 

In Toby's portrait what ſweet ſhades combine ? 

So good to dear Philanthropy ſo giv'n, 

His very oaths are blotted aut in heav'n. 

I vow I'd in the dog-days walk ten mile, 

With honeſt Trim the moments to beguile. 

Your ſermons, which ſuch pleaſing truths impart, 

Have touch*d—(T hope) amended Sancho's heard 

How does my ſoul in tender pity bleed, 

When you the captive's cauſe thus powerful plead 

He vaſt their numbers, who, in ev'ry age 

«© Have bow'd beneath oppreſſion's ruthleſs rage? 

Beneath fell tygers of the human kind, 

St lll deaf to pity, to diſtreſs {till blind. 


- 


« Reflect 
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Reflect on ſlavery; what black ſeas of woe, 
„. From its contaminated fountains flow? 

* How many millions drink the bitter bowl, 

„ Which flavery forces on the loathing ſoul?“ 
Spare, deareſt Sir! one hour's attention ſpare, 
The weighty woes of bondage to declare; 

The piercing pains which at this preſent hour, 

In our Weſt Indies Africk's ſons endure. 

This ſubjeQ, touch d by your ſuperior art, 
Perchance, of thouſands would aſſwage the ſmart. 
If but of one, gods! what a glorious prize 
Would from the pleaſing retroſpect ariſe ? 

And ſure you are, like bounteous heav'n above, 
An Epicurean in the acts of love. 

Think, Sir, in meyou view th' uplifted hands, 

Of millions more of luckleſs Mooriſh bands! 
Form ta your mind their attitudes of woe! 

Hark ! from their lips what plaintive accents flow! 
Yeur heart muſt melt muſt your kind hand diſpoſe, 
In pow rful phraſe to plead the Captiveꝰs caulc, 
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From Mr Sterne, to Ignatius Sancho. 


HAT ſtrange coincidencies intervene, 
In all the ſtages of this earthly ſcene ? 
Juſt had my pen a tender tale portray d, 
Of a poor, friendleſs, ſarrowing Negroe maid ; 5 
Juſt had I wip'd away the pitying tear, 
When lo! thy unaffeQed lines appear, 
Imploring that I'd paint the various woes, 
Which on thy brethren partial fate beſtows. 
But why thy brethren ? why to zhee confin'd ? 
Why not allied to me *—top all mankind ? 
By what nice tints, by what gradations ſmall, 
Deſcends great nature in the human ſcale, 
From the fair form of a St. James's face, „ 
To the dark features of the Atric? race? 
Say, ye wiſe Caſuiſts! at which tint of theſe, 
Are the ſtrong bonds of brotherhood to geaſe? 
What ſhades yet muſt we in the ſcale deſcend, 
Ere mercy vaniſh, and affeQion end? 


What 
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What ſhame, good Sancho, oh, what dire diſgrace, 
That man ſhould traffick in the human race: 
Should awe the helpleſs with an iron rod, 

In flat defiance of the laws of God! 

I neer, for my part, We/tward caſt mine eye, 
But my heart heaves the ſympathizing ſigh : 
Weeps o'er the burthens which our brethren there, 

Are by capricious Tyrants forc'd to bear. 
And wouldthe journey mitigate their pains, 
Lighten their loads, or break their ſervile chains, 

I would this hour with pleaſure undertake, 
A pilgrimage to Mecca for their ſake. | 


If I can weave the tale that I have wrote, 
Into the work which now employs my thought; 
That, and much greater ſervices V'll ſhew, - 
To wipe one tear from off the cheeks of woe. 
For, in ſad truth, upon the Chriſtian name, 
It caſts the blackeſt ſhades of blackeſt ſhame, 
To think that of our ſpecies ſuch vaſt files, 
Should ſigh in ſorrow in yon Weſtern Iſles: 
Should tread, deſponding, life's dull cheerleſs round, 
In chains of darkneſs, and of mis'ry bound. 


Much, 
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Much, much my heart it gladdens when I find, 
That pains praiſe-worthy, have illum'd thy mind; 
That heav'n has plac'd thee where calm. — 
| reigns, | fron 
Where nought of fied ſave the name, remains. 


And ſo, good * heartily adieu | 
Thy letter ſhall not, unregarded, ſue. 


The IN ACUIS1 T1 ON, 


From the life and opinions of Triſtram Shandy, 
Gent. o. II. page 144. 


ERE i in the [nquiſition's dreary calle.” | 
Arm'din blind bigotry, Religion dwells * 
Sits ohaſtly on her black tribunal ſeat, - 

Fuſtice and Mercy chain'd beneath her feet. 
Tormenting racks that force the heart-felt groan, 
Are the ſupporters of her frightful throne. 

Hark !—hark ! thoſe piteous cries of pungent pain, 


Proclaim the rigours of her tyrant-reign, | 
2 Lo! 
, 8 
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Lo! where Is brought the forrowing foul of woe, 
| To meet the terrors of demoniac law: 

To bear thoſe pangs of ſtudy'd cruelty, 

Which fiends and furies would have bluſh'd to ſee. 
Behold the helpleſs victim . trembling ſtand ! 

View him conſign'd to his tormentor's hand! 
Look on his form; cmaciate, fickly, wan! 
Confinement's woes have phantomiz'd the man. 
Each ſtarting nerve and muſcle meets the eye, 
And, ſuffering, throbs the tale of miſery. 

Lo! the laſt movement of that horrid wheel! 5 
To view, i it pains ; what muſt the victim feel? 
Stretch'd, maim'd, convuls d & pang'd in ev'ry part, 
What torments exquiſite muſt tear his heart ? ? 
"Tis all that ſtruggling nature can ſuſtain ; ; 
Heav'ns! how he looks excruciating pain! 
His weary'd ſoul hangs on his trembling heart, 
Willing, but ah! not ſuffer'd to depart. ö 
Now view the victim, writhing i in his pain, 

Led back (damn'd mercy) to his cell again 
See him anon dragg'd to the hell ſprung ſtage, 
To meet the fullneſs of infernal rage 
To give his form to the devouring fire, 
Amidſt inhuman inſults to expire. 
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The ASS, EY the GOA r. 
| "on" TROVE: 


HX will mankind, in mad career, 


Still ruſh beyond their proper ſphere ? | 


Why will they, ſcorning nature's way, 
In the rough roads of danger ſtray ? 


An Aſs had long 8 fed, 
| Unenvying, and unenvied : | 
Had long the plain 1 in ſafety trod, 


And cropp'd what nature's hand beſtow rs 


Plump was his body, fleck his ſkin, 
At eaſe without, at peace within, 
And, could he but have been content, 
No Afs a happier life had ſpent. 

But curs'd ambition croſs'd his way, 
And beck d in paths unſafe to ſtray. 
One day, whilſt in the vale he graz'd, 
His eye by chance he upward rais'd, 


F 


When 
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When on a craggy mountain's brow, 
A Goat appear'd within his view. 


Ambition ſeiz'd the Aſs's head, 

He envying view'd, and ſighing ſaid: 
“ Gods! ſhall a Goat yon height attain; 
& Whilſt I, inglorious! tread the plain? 
& Forbid it, pride !---as well as him, 


e Four legs I boaſt---I too will climb.“ 


Thus ſaid, he ſtraight approach-d the hill, 
And clamber'd up with clumſy ſkill. 
Steep was th' aſcent ; at ev'ry pace, 
A danger ftar'd him in the face. | 
At length, with truthful toil and pains; 
The midway of the mount he gains, ; 
Then halts; nor halted without need 
His vigour fail'd him to proceed. 
He downward look'd (vaſt hideous kelghkt 3 
His brain grew giddy with the ſight. 
He tumbled headlong to the plain, 
Was daſh'd to death, and pierc'd with pain. 
He, dying, bray'd this doleful cry, 
“ Curs'd be ambition !---oh, I die!“ 


p R O- 
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PROCLAMATION 


Iſſued to the Shades of the Britiſh Theatrical 
Heroes, reſident in the Elyſian Fields. 


(FAME, as Herald.) 

Ves! O yes! O yes! ye kings, queens, 

lords, | 
Who erſt have trod fair Drury's wounding boards; 
Or who, on Covent · Garden's ample ſtage, 
Have ſigh'd ſoft love, or ranted tyrant - rage; 
Hither repair at the command of Fame, 
To celebrate immortal Shakeſpear's name.“ 


Through all th' Elyſian plains the ſummons rung, 
And Shakeſpear ! Shakeſpear echo'd from each 
tongue. 
Herdes and Heroines ſock ; d and buſkin 'd came, 
In honour of their mighty maſter's name. 
Booth, Barry, Betterton and Wilkes appear, 
And Sir Jobn Faltaff waddled in the rear. 
| | Avon's 


cc 


224 A CoircecTrTion of 


Avon's ſweet bard, amidſt the thronging train, 


With modeſt mein came gliding o'er the plain. 


High on a throne, which with refulgence ſhin'd, 
Cloath'd in the robes of candour, Taſte reclin'd. 
All eyes were fix*d upon th' enthroned fair, 
Whilſt expectation hover'd in the air: | 


The goddeſs roſe, and graceful wav'd her hand, 
And thus addreſs'd the mute, expecting band: 
« Fair ſhades | why hither ſummons'd to repair, 
& Fame has already ſounded in your car. 
6 Let each, from Shakeſpear's ever-hallow'd lay, 
His utmoſt tragic, comic pow'rs diſplay. 
* A crown of Jaurel ſhall his brow ſarround, 
%% Who ſhall moſt worthy of the wreath be found.“ 


She ceas d; when preſſing eagre through the croud, 
Shakeſpear approach'd the throne, and lowly bow'd. 
« Impartial goddeſs ] at thy ſhrine I bow; my 
& Nor let thy ſuppliant unregarded ſue : 


& 


Great is the honour which awaits my ſtrains, 

« And great the merit of theſe buſkin'd trains; 

“ Yet oh, dread Goddeſs ! who approv'ſt my lay, 
e Poſtpone thy purpoſe to ſome diſtant day, 

| „ GarRicss 
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* GARRICK, immortal in the liſt of fame, 
& Whoſe pow'rs add luſture to the poet's name; 
© GARRICK, great nature's firſt- born darling ſon, 
«© Has yet a portion of life's race to run. 
© Till he arrive within theſe realms of bliſs, 
«© Delay thy purpoſe, and theſe chiefs diſmiſs, 
ee Then ſhall the crown, to worth ſuperior due, 
& Encircle energetic GRA cx's brow.” 
He bowing ceas'd. The goddeſs left the throne, 
Embrac'd the bard, and cry'd, thy will be done!” 


BEAUTIFUL NAN. A Song. 


I, ; 
IX T HILST on my lovely Nan I gaze, 
As on the green ſhe trips, 


To try to ſpeak her peerleſs praiſe, 
My heart flies to my lips. 


II. 


Her face is a fair almanack, 
Than Wing's or Moore's more true; 


Q By 
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By its aſpects I can exact 


The various ſeaſons view. 


1 
Spring, jocund ſpring laughs in her eye, 
Than vernal ſuns more bright; 
It beams with ſweet benignity, 
And gives all eyes delight. 


IV. 


Summer upon her cheek is ſeen; 
Her cheek than roſe more red; 


Her lips waft fragrance o'er the green, 
More ſweet than roſes ſhed. 


V. 
Autumn, glad ſeaſon to the ſwain. 
Her auburn locks declare ; 


The faireſt fields of ſun-gilt grain, 
Are than her locks leſs fair. 


VI. 
Winter, yes, Winter I can ſhow 
In her all- lovely form; 


Her breaſt is white as winter's ſnow, 
But free from paſſion's ſtorm. 
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VII. 
Such is the nymph my ſoul adores; 
Gods! give her to my arms; 
Then hug, ye rich! your golden ſtores, 
PI hug her brighter charms. = IO IH > 
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From the SpeCtator. Vol. VIII. Page 5 58. 


Qui fit, Macenas, &c. Hon. 


HILST in my elbow- chair I fat reclin'd, 
And mus'd theſe lines of Horace in my mind, 
Sleep ſtole upon me; when methought great Jove 
Sent down his mandate from the realms above: 
«© Mortals throughout Earth's wide extended plains, 
& Attend to what great Jupiter ordains ! | 


c Here to this ſpacious plain immediate draw, 


ee And each lay down his moſt corroding woe.“ 


Thus ſpoke the Herald of Almighty Jove, 
Who rolls his thunders in the realms above. 


22 Streight 
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Straight from all quarters teem'd a num'rous train, 
The ſons of mankind fill'd the ample plain. 
Each in a heap threw down his weightieſt woes, 


*Till high in air the ſwelling mountain roſe, 
| \ 


A female figure of thin, airy mein, 
Mov'd active in this viſionary ſcene. 
Her hand a magnifying glaſs diſplay'd ; 
She was in looſe, and flowing robes array'd. 
There were embroider'd on her bright attire, 
Fiends, ſpectres, Gorgons and Chimeras dire.“ 
Theſe in ten thouſand hideous ſhapes appear, 
As her looſe veſtments hover'd in the air. 
Her viſage wildneſs and diſtraction wore, 
And Fancy was the name the female bore. 
She led each mortal to th' appointed place, 
Having firſt aided with officious grace, 
His woe-fill'd package on his back to place. 


My ſoul in ſorrow melted when view'd 


The burthens of the groaning multitude : 
The heap of human miſeries that roſe 
Above the clouds : vaſt, congregated woes! 


There were, however, in the numerous file, 
Thoſe, who from Cynics would have forc'd the ſmile. 


One 
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One I obſerv'd, who, like ſton chattles, brought 
A Fardel hid beneath's embroider'd coat. 

I ſcann'd the package with obſervant eye, 
And found it labell'd with my PoVERT Y!“ 
Breathleſs and pufſing next another came, 
And left his luggage :---"twas his loving Dame. 
Sighing ſoft ſonnets in deſponding ſtrain, 
Vaſt crouds of lovers march'd acroſs the plain. 
Of darts and flames a pond'rous load they ſhar'd, 
And woeful faces their hard fates declar'd. 
Yet (ſtrange to tell!) tho? ſaddled thus with woe, 
None to the heap would his misfortunes throw. 
After faint efforts each recroſs'd the plain, 
And hugg'd, in anguiſh, his beloved pain. 
Troops of old women toſs'd their wrinkles in; 
The young ſtood ready with a tawny ſkin. 
Large lips, red noſes, teeth of ruſty kind, 
Were, by ten thouſands, to the heap conſign'd. 
Some puff'd as in the agonies of death, 
And clear'd their ſtomachs of a ſtinking breath. 
In ſhort this mighty maſs of human woes 
Chiefly from bodily defects aroſe. 
One I perceiv'd with a prodigious load, 
Which high exalted on his ſhoulders ſtood ; 


Q 3 On 
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3 
On near approach my ſad miſtake appear d; 


A natural hump upon his back was rear'd. 


Nor did the tumour long its ſtation keep; 
He ſhook it off amidſt the medley heap, _ 


Various diſtempers to the heap were flung, 
But more from fancy than from feeling ſprung. 
One little packet much engroſs'd my eye : 
*Twas cramm'd with ev'ry human malady. 
This was with folks of faſhion moſtly ſeen, 
The poor poſleſs'd it not; *twas call'd the SpLEEN. 
But what moſt ſtruck me with amazement vaſt, 
No vice, no folly to the heap was caſt, 
How wondrous ſtrange (methought within my mind) 
That thoſe two evils ſhould be left behind ! 
That paſſion, frailty, prejudice and vice, 
Should not have ſwelPd the mountain to the ſkies, 


Of an abandon'd wretch I next took note ; 
Thou haſt (thought I)thy deeds of darkneſs brought; 
No deeds of darkneſs in his budget lie ; | 
He eas'd his conſcience of his memory. 
I next perceiv'd a bold fac'd rogue advance; 
He left his load: it prov'd his i2norance. | 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt I ſtood meditating, mute, amaz d, 

Near this huge maſs by human mis'ries rais'd, 

An Herald from th* etherial plains above 

Again thus ſpoke the will of mighty Jove ; 

ce Let now each mortal to the mountain haſte, 

«© And chuſe a miſery ſuited to his taſte : 

Than that he left ſelect a lighter pain; 

<« That done, let each immediate leave the plain.” 


FANCY again with active hand prepares 
To deal the mountain into diff *rent ſhares : 
To give each claimant his requeſted pain, 


That all might homeward hye acroſs the plain,” 


Clamour and wild confuſion now enſu'd, 
And uproar reign'd amongſt th* impatient crowd. 
*T'was not in pow'r of mortal eye to trace 
Each odd adventure, which, of courſe, took place. 
Such as beneath my obſervation fell, 
I ſhall with candour, and concifeneſs tell. 


Aman, waoſe head with age was filver'd o'er, | 


Pick'& up a graceleſs ſpendthrift from the ſtore. 
He of the cholic juſt had clear'd his hands, 


And took this youth to heir his ample lands. 


He 


* 
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He took — but ah! he found what he had ta'en, 
Than gripes, or cholick a more grievous pain. 
His hopeful heir, ere from the heap they ſtirr d, 
Revi d, berogu- d, and pluck d him by the beard. 
When the right father of the youth he ſaw, | 
Grip'd and drawn double with his new-got woe; 
Let us, good Sir, undo what we have done; 
«© Give back my cholick, and receive your ſon.” , 
Vain hope, alas! for 'twas by Jove decreed 
Neither ſhould from th* unhappy choice recede. 
A gally-flave, that had ſhook off his chains, 
And in their ſteed ſnatch'd up rheumatick pains, 
Made ſuch wry faces, that 'twas plainly ſcen, 
He had gain'd little by the bartering ſcene. 
Exchanges ſtrange, and comical were made; 
Sickneſs for thread bare poyerty was paid : 
Hunger for want of appetite was ta'en, 
Content for crowns, and wrinkled care for pain, 
'The female world right buſy were, 1 ween, 
Bartering for features in this trading ſcene. 


One for pray hairs (which females ſeldom prize) 


Recciv'd a carbuncle of monſtrous ſize. 

Another, with like pleaſure, and like haſte, 

Snatch'd up round ſhoulders for a ſhorten'd waiſt. 
Others, 


MiscxLLAxZOus Pons. 233 


Others, whoſe cheeks ne'er boaſted beauteous bloom, 
Pick'd up loſt reputations in their room, f 
But in the various bargains that were ſtruck, 
Each female ſeem' d a loſer by the truck: A 
Thought her freſh blemiſh of more rightful kind, 
Than that which ſhe had to the heap confign'd, 
In ſhort, each mortal in this woeful train, ; 
Seem'd not t' have eas'd, but added to his pain, 
All round the heap heav'd the repenting groan, ' ? 
And deem'd each evil lighter than his own. 

Sighs, groans, deſpair, and lamentable cries, | 
Pour'd from all mouths, aſcended to the ſkies, 


Jove now (for he, commiſerating, ſaw 


The murmuring croud depreſs'd with weighty woe) 


Decreed that each ſhould drop his alien pain, 
And in its room receive his own again. 


With joyful haſte the mandate was obey'd, 
And ev'ry mortal down his ſorrows laid. 
The Sorcereſs fly, by whoſe deluſive art 
Theſe miſeries ſprung, was order*d to depart. 
There now appear d, in the late phantom's place, 


A Goddeſs crown'd with ey'ry winning grace. 
EIT | K She 
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She was of ſerious, but of chearful mein; 


In all her ſteps compoſure ſtill was ſeen. 

With eye devout the heav'ns ſhe oft ſurvey'd; 
And PATIENCE was the title of the maid. 
Soon as the goddeſs had her ſtation ta'en, 

Cloſe to the mount of ſorrows on the plain, 
The heap (almoſt incredible to tell!) 

One third in bigneſs inſtantaneous fell. 

She then return'd, with cautious hand, and ſlow, 
To ev'ry mortal his own proper woe: 

Shew'd him the mode how beſt to bear his pain; 
This done; they all, well pleas'd, depart the plain. 


The Furſt VISION of MIRZA 


wy 


From the Spectator, Vol. II, No. 159. 


—— Onnem que nunc obducta tuenti 


Mortales habetat wiſus tibi, & humida circum 
Caligat, nubem eripiam: V1RG. 


PON the moon's fifth day (which {till I keep, 
With ſacred awe, and with devotion deep) 
Having 
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Having firſt cleans'd me with lavations due, 
And to my Maker paid my morning vow, - 
To BaGparT's lofty hills I bent my way, 
In pious exerciſe to pals the day. 
Here whilſt I trod the airy cloud-capt plain, 
Deep meditation labour'd in my brain, | 
Which to my mental eye immediate brings 
The baſeleſs vanity of human things. 
«: Surely,” ſaid I, whilſt 1 purſu'd my theme, 
<« Man's but a ſhadow, and his life a dream.“ 
As thus I mus'd, I caſt a tranſient look 
Tow'rds the high ſummit of a neighbouring rock, 
When lo! a form, in ſhepherd's weeds array'd, 
A pipe harmonious in his hand diſplay d, 
Which to his lips, while on him yet I gaz'd, 
With graceful air the unknown artiſt rais'd. 
Sweet was its ſaund—ſweet, ſweet beyond com- 
pare, 

Melodious muſic thrill'd in ev'ry air, 
Strange to the Organs of a mortal ear. 
Such heav'nly airs ſymphonious Seraphs play, 
To greet the Jult to the celeſtial way : 
* efface death's image, and their mortal pains, 
And fit their ſouls for heav'ns extatic plains. 

| 80 
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So ſweet the muſic, raviſhing the lay, 
My ſoul in ſecret rapture dy'd away. 
Oft had fame whiſper'd to my wond'ring ſenſe, 

That here a GEN Ius held his reſidence ; 
That oft the fweet muſician with his ſong, 
Had charm'd the peaſant as he paſs' d along; 
But neꝰer till now had the melodious gueſt, 
To ſenſe of mortal viſion ſtood confeſt. 
When he, by ſtrains ſublime, had rais'd my mind 
To taſte the pleaſures of his ſpeech refin'd, 
Whilſt I ſtood mute and motionleſs through fear, 
He wav'd his hand in ſignal to draw near. | 
I ſtraight approach'd him with that pious awe, 
Which to {uperior natures mortals ſhew. 
My ſoul was melted by his moving airs ; 
I proſtrate fell, and bath'd the ground with tears. 
The GEn1vs rais'd me with a courteous grace; 
Sweet affability ſate on his face. 
He ſmil'd alook---ſo full of love ! fo kind 
Each buſy fear lay buſh'd within my mind. 
« MIRkZ A, (ſaid ke, and gently took my hand) 
% Olt have I ſeen thee in thy ſecret ſtand ; 
% Oft heard thee pour thy ſoul in fervent pray'r ; 
+ Obey my mandatc, and wich me repair.“ 

| | Wo 
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We now a rock's extremeſt ſummit gain, 
Whoſe ſtretching ſhadow mark'd the diſtant plain, 
When thus the Genius: 60 Eaſtward caſt thine 

eye, | 
* And ſay what objects in a the oraſnedt lie,” 
I ſee ſaid I, a valley hugely wide, 
Through which an ocean rolls its rapid tides 
The valley wide that opens on thine eye, 
Is the vaſt vale of mortal miſery. 
* And the deep flood extending far and wide, 
<< Part of eternity's unbounded tide.” 
But oh, my gracious guide, declare the cauſe, 
Why the vaſt ocean that before us flows, 
Breaks through yon miſts upon my viſual ray, 
And in like manner ſteals'in miſts away ? 

What thou perceiveſt,” (was my guide's reply) 
« Is that fix d PoxTION or ETERNITY; 

*« Calld Time, ſpann'd out by yon pi _P 
of day, 
6 TIME, made to move ill ſtars ſhall melt away. 
«© Examine now, with an attentive eye, 
This ſea, whoſe ſeveral ends in darkneſs lie, 
« And ſay what objects more thou can'ſt de- 
ary”. | 


WD 
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I look d, and thus addreſs'd my gracious guide: 
I ſee a bridge ſtretch'd-o'er the mighty tide. 
The bridge thou ſee'ſt extend from ſhore to ſhore, 
& Is human life; its ev'ry part explore.“ 

I now more leiſurely the fabrick view'd ; | 

Three ſcore and ten unfractur'd arches ſtood. 
Some broken were; theſe add to the account, 
Fix'd at one hundred ſtood their full amount, 
Whilſt I with care the arches number'd o'er 
The Gen1vs told me that in days of yore, 
One thouſand arches had the fabric grac'd, 

But that a flood had all the reſt effac'd : 


The (once) fair ſtructure thus in ruins left 


In ſtate unſtable, of its aids bereft. 

* But tell me, father,“ ſaid my gracious guide, 

«© What thou beholdeſt on the bridge beſide.” 
Amazing multitudes upon it croud, 

And on each end there hangs a duſky cloud. 

I por'd attentive on the bridge, and ſaw _ 
Numbers drop through, and daſh the waves below. 
I ſtrain'd a keen obſervant eye, and trac'd 


Numberleſs pit-falls in cloſe ambuſh plac'd. 


On theſe the paſſengers no ſooner trod, 
But down they fell and ſunk amidſt the ood. 
Theſe 
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Theſe hidden pit-falls in cloſe order lay, 

At the firſt entrance on this fatal way; | 

No ſooner, therefore, numbers broke to ſight, 
Than they plung'd head-long in eternal night. 

| Nearer the centre of this arch-built plain, 

Theſe toils of death were leſs contiguous lain; 

But at that end, whoſe arches ſtood compleat, 
Thick—thick were ſtrew'd the latent ſnares of fate. 
Some few there were, that ſtill maintain'd their road. 
And on the broken arches hobbling trod: 

But all at laſt became the ocean's prey, 

| Worn out with weakneſs and with length of way. 


This wond'rous ſcene of variegated woe, 
Fill'd all my pow'rs with contemplative awe. 
I mourn'd to view, amidſt mirth's joyous reign, 
Thouſands drop head-long, ne er to rife again: 
| To ſee them, falling, catch at all around, 
In hopes to ſave them from the gulph profound. 
Whilſt ſome in thoughtful poſtures rais'd their eyes, 
To muſe the glorious wonders of the ſkies. 
Whilſt yet in ſpeculation deep they ſtood, 
They ſtumbled, fell, and flounc'd amidſt the flood. 


Numbers 
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Numbers purſu'd with anxious keen deliglilt 
Bubbles that glittering danced before their ſight; 
But when in act to graſp the wiſh'd-for good, 
Their footing fail'd, and they embrac'd the flood: 
Amidſt this medley ſcene of mortal woe, 
Some arm'd with deadly ſcymetars, I ſaw : 
And ſome with urinals; theſe with fell hands; 
Dealt dire diſaſters on the paſſing bands: 
Puſh'd them on pit-falls with unfeeling hate; 
And hurl'd them headlong to the arms of fate. 


% Take now,” the GENIUS cry'd (for he had 
ſeen 
My ſorrowing ſoul melt on the mournful ictne) 
| & Take now thine eyes from off the bridge, and 
1 8 | | 
*% « What things unfathom'd meet their viſual ray.“ 
I rais'd my eyes, and thus: Dear guide, declare! 
uw What mean thoſe flocks of birds that crowd the air, 
1 : That o'er the bridge ſtill wing their cirding flight, 
[ And oft in numbers on its ſides alight ? 
Vultures I fee : Ravens of diſmal ſong, - 
Owls, Harpies, Corm'rants in th' acrial throng. 


_ 


Of 
© 
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Of winged boys I ſee a ſmiling band, 

That on the middle arches fix their ſtand, 

© Theſe, (ſaid the Genius) envy, avarice are: 

«© Love, ſuperſtition, dullneſs, and deſpair : 

&© With the like cares and paſſions that infeſt, 
e And fix their empire in the human breaſt.” 


Here I figh'd ſorrowful, with heart-touch'd pain; 
Alas! ſaid I, man, man was made in vain. 
How giv'n to miſery in his mortal ſtate ! 
How ſoon encircled in the arms of fate! 
Whenthus the Genius, touch'd with pitying throes, 
Quit this ſad ſcene, ſurcharg'd with human woes: 
No more on man's firſt ſtate affix thine eye, 


* On his firſt out-ſet for eternity; 
“gut ſttetch thine eye adown this ample tide, 
* To where yon miſts its further progreſs hide; 
= To where the tide wafts all the human race, 
Who, ſoon or late, its rapid waves embrace.“ 
I look'd, and (whether now my gracious guide 
My fight with ſupernatural ſtrength ſupply'd, 
Or caus'd the duſky miſts to melt, and die, 
Before impervious to my ſearching eye) 
I ſaw the valley opening far and wide, 
Through which an ocean roll'd its bulky tide, 


& R | When 
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Wherein a rock of adamant there ſtood, 

That in two parts divides the foaming flood. 

On its one half clouds ſtill and darkneſs lay, 
Impenetrable to my viſual ray. | 

Its other part diſplay'd a ſpacious flood, 

Wherein innumerable iſlands ſtood. 

Fruits deck'd the trees, and flowers the painted greenz 
Ten thouſand ſhining riv'lets grac'd the ſcene. 
Forms, I could ſee, where'er I look'd around, 

In glorious garments, and with garlands crown'd, 
That trod the lawns, or ſought the cooling ſhade, 
On flowers repos'd, or that by fountains ſtray'd. 
Mix'd ſounds melodious, borne upon the breeze, 
Though indiſtinctly heard, moſt ſweetly pleaſe. 

Of human voices I could hear the ſtrains, 

And the wild warblings of the feather'd trains. 
The falls of water lent their liquid aid, 

And inſtrumental muſic ſweetly play'd. 

'The ſcene enchanting, which thus beauteous ſhone, 
Gladden'd my heart with joys (till now) unknown. 
Oh! for ancagle's wings, and eagle's pow'rs, © 
I cry'd, to waft me to yon bliſsful bow'rs ? 
But here the Genius told me, that no roads 
Were cer permitted to thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 


Save 
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Save through the gates of death, which late I ey'd, 
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Upon the bridge of life each moment op'ning wide. 
Theſe Hands, (faid he) which before thee ſpread, 


With flowers enamell'd, and in freſhneſs clad, | 
Are in their numbers infinitely more, 
Than the vaſt ſands heap'd on the ocean's ſhore. 


Stretch'd beyond theſe which fill thy ſtraining eye, 
Myriads of Iſlands, heap'd on myriads lie, 
Remov'd beyond the reach of mortal view, 
Nay, where even thought ne'er yet, exploring, 


flew, 


| Theſe the ſtill-blooming, bliſsful manſions are, 


Which, after death, the juſt for ever ſhare, 
Each ſoul, enraptur'd, here for ever fceds 
On bliſs, proportion'd to its earthly deeds. 
Open thy lips, O Mirza, and declare! 


Are not theſe manſions worth a mortals care? 


Does life, which holds forth ſucha glorious prize, 

Appear a burthen in thy erring eyes? 

Wilt thou dread death which all thy hope 

compleats, 

Death, that ſhall bear thee to yon bliſsful ſeats. 

Say not, O Mirza! man was made in vain, 

Whilſt yon bright regions in his choice remain.“ 
R 2 As 


Us A Cortncrront of 


As I the happy, ſmiling ſeats ſurvey'd, 
Extatic pleaſures in my boſom play'd. 
At length I cry'd, Thrice gracious guide, reveal, 
© The ſecrets which yon duſky clouds conceal, 
Von duſky clouds which on the deep remain, 
© Beyond yon rocky adamantine chain.” 
He nought reply'd. I turn'd again to ſue, 
But ah! my guide was vaniſh'd from my view. 
I then addreſs'd me to the viſion bright, 
Which I had mus'd on with ſuch ſweet delight ; 
But in the place of the late pleaſing ſcene, 
The rolling tide, rock, bridge, and iſlands green, 
Nought now my diſappointed eye deſcry'd, 


Save Bagdat's valley, ſtretching far and wide, 
Where flocks and herds, in ample order ſpread, 


Friſk'd on its fides, or on its verdure fed. 


COLIN's . COMPLAINT. 


H me unhappy ! what unuſual ſmart, 
What painful, pleaſing flutterings move my 


heart ? 
Is 
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Is it the touch of love? oh, ye that know, 

Say! and the ſymptoms of my ſtate I'll ſhew. 
Whilſt with Corinna o'er the lawns I ſtray, 

I wiſh each moment was in length a day. 

But when ſhe's abſent, oh, what change I find! 
Each hour ſeems then an age in Colin's mind. 
Trimly attir'd, I lately trod the plain, ; 
And, jocund, join'd the ſportive, rural train; 
But now, of dreſs and ſports regardleſs grown, 

I muſing mope and meditate alone. 

On ruſtick reed, the produce of theſe plains, 

I late eſſay d to chaunt my homely ſtrains ; 

But now, alas! my pipe neglected lies, 

My ſongs are groans, and all my notes are ſighs. 
Health late ſat baſking on my viſage hale, _ 
But now, ah me! my cheeks wax wond'rous pale, 
My ſleeps, erewhile, were free from dreams; but now 
Still, {till Corinna floats before my view. 

Soft god of love! if thy reſiſtleſs dart 

Has caus'd this tumult in poor Colin's heart; 
Oh! fix another in Corinna's breaſt, 


That ſhe may love and make her Colin bleſt. 


R 3 | The 


The OAK, and the WIL L OW. 
A Fable. 


H Is truth muſt be by all confeſt, 
« A pliant temper is che beſt. 
A ſturdy Oak long years had ſtood, 
And towr'd the wonder of the wood. 
Wide were its num'rous branches ſpread ; 


The clowds enwrapp'd its lofty head. 


It was a tall and lofty tree, 
But proud as proudeſt Oak could be. 


Beneath this Oak's extending ſhade, 
An humble Willow rais'd its head. 
It was a ſprout of low degree, 
But modęeſt as a twig need be. 


The Oak, with ſupercilious brow, 
Olt ſcoff d the humble Willow bough. 
ce Mean, low- born wretch ! (it often ſaid) 
ce Behold my heav*n-aſpiring head! 
* Behold my bulk! my firmneſs view 


6 To kiercelt blaſts I ſcorn to bow; 6 
& Whi 
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« Whilſt thou, poor pliant fool ! with eaſe 
& Bend'ſt to the earth with ev'ry breeze. 


The modeſt twig no anſwer made; 
Reſentment in its breaſt lay dead. 
But mark the ſequel ! ſtorms aroſe; 


Boreas from ev'ry quarter blows. 


With rage the tempeſt roar'd around; 
The Oak was levell'd with the ground, 
Unhurt the humble Willow ſtood ; 
Its pliant nature prov'd its good. 


The IMPRE S8. A Ballad. 


66 ENTLY, oh ! gently blow, ye gales, 
| « Nor fill my breaſt with pain; 
Breathe mild, ye breezes, in the fails 

6 That waft him o'er the main!“ 


Thus pray'd fair Suſan ; from her eye 
The precious ſorrow fell; 
William unable to reply, 


Sigh'd deep the ſad . farewell,” 


. 
. 


And 


And now on board her faithful fwain 
Has join'd the jovial crew, 


Whilſt Suſan muſt on ſhore remain, 


To weep the hours in woe, 


Long, long upon the beach ſhe ſtood, 


And with purſuing eyes 


Follow'd the veſſel and the flood, 
That bore away her prize ; 


But now no more her ſtraining eye, 
The far-fled fails can reach, 


She dropp'd a tear, and heav d a figh, 
And ſſowly left the beach. 


Vet oft ſhe turn'd, and oft ſhe try'd 
The bark again to find ; 

But heav'n the figh'd-for ſight deny'd 
And conſtant kept the wind. 


And now to India's diſtant ſhore, 
Her William ſteers his way, 
And leaves his Suſan to deplore 
His abſence night and day. 


Three welcome ſprings had wak'd the year, 


And verdant cloath'd the wood, 
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Since 
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Since William from his Suſan dear, 
Had ſteer'd acroſs the floõd. 


Oft, oft ſhe ſent a ſearching . 
Acroſs the watery plain, 5 5 
In hopes her William's bark to ſpy, 
Come poſting o'er the main. 


6C2A® winds and billows prove more Kind, 
„ And waft my William o'er ; 

55 Eaſe a poor maiden's anxious mind, 

6 And ſend his ſhip to ſhore!” 


As Suſan prays, kind heav'n decrees; _. 
The bark that William bore, 

Came proudly poſting o'er the ſeas, 

To gain the Britiſh ſhore. 


And now the ſhip approach'd ſo nigh, 
Her William ſtood confeſt; | 
Joy danc'd within her bright*ning eye, 
And gladneſs heav'd her breaſt. 


Yet ah! though bliſs ſeem'd in her view, 
And ev'ry fear was fled, 

The Preſs-maſter's unpitying crew, 
 Heap'd woes on Suſan's head, 
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They board the bark, and William ſeize, 
. Before his Suſan's eyes; | 

| [ And bear in triumph to the ſeas, 

[ Deaf to her doleful cries. 


She beat her breaſt her locks ſhe tore, 
% Ah me! ah me!” ſhe cry'd; 

I ne'er ſhall ſee my William more!” 
She fell, ſhe ſigh'd, ſhe dy'd. 


Wrote Extempore, with a Piece of Chalk, upon 


the Tomb-ſtone of one Thomas TrxoTTEN, 


fifteen Years after the Stone was erected. 


ERE lies Tom Trotten, 
Nail-dead, and rotten, 
And but for this poor ſtone, 
The ſaid Tom Trotten, 
| Had been forgotten, 
Full fifteen years agon. 


Extempore 
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Extempore on the Death of the late Mr. J 
H — of worthy and facetious Memory. 


OMUS beheld his exit, and a tear 
From either eye bedewed his mournful bier. 
The mirthful god ſigh' d, wept, and ſhook his head. 
And cry'd, © Alas, my darling ſon lies dead!“ 


EPITAPH 


On the late Lady CAROLINE CORBET. 


ERE lies, to mingle with her native duſt, 
H The fair, the fam'd, the noble, and the juſt / 
Yet ceaſe, ye weeping kindred, to deplore ; 

For Corbet reſts where anguiſh is no more. 


INSCRIP- 


—"- 
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INSCRIPTION 


For the Monument to de erected, at the Public 
expence, to the Memory of the late Earl of 
Chatham. | | | | 


[S mark of love a grateful people rear, 

A To point that CHAT HA M's facred duſt lies 
- 2610 Bope. | F 
Needleſs the mode t'immortalize his fame; 

For poſting rumour ſhall his praiſe proclaim. 
From age to age great CHATHaw's fame ſhall fly; 
While Britons live his name can never die. 


WEALTH/and POVERTY. 
An Allegory, 
* Goddeſſes of diff rent mein, 


Forſook the bright, ctherial ſcene, 
And down-ward bent their way ; 


Their 
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Their errand was to try to gain 
The ſons of earth to join their train, 
And own their ſov'reign ſway. | 


The one in woeful weeds was dreſt, 
In cloathing coarſe, and tatter'd veſt, 
And PovrF RT her name; 
The other ſhone in raiment bright, 
Which dazzled each beholder's ſight; 
She was term'd WEALTEH by fame. 


WEALTH firſt ſet forth, in pompous ſtrain, 
The pleaſures that her golden reign 

Would to her followers give; 

«© Mortals!”” ſhe cry'd, © I come to ſhew 
«© My love to mankind here below; 

«© Embrace my laws, and live! 


« For you bring the neQar'd bowl, 
« With gladneſs to regale the ſoul, 

« And kill corroding care; 
„Approach, and quaff the pleaſing doſe, 
5 It will obliterate your woes; 

„What more would mortals ſhare ? 


% For 
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c For you I bring the genial treat, 4 

« High- ſeaſon d ſauce, and ſavoury meat; 
& Rich viands, richly dreſt! 

& I ranſack ocean, earth, and air, 

« To furniſh out my bill of fare; 

« Approach, and ſhare my feait | 


« Pipe, tabor, lute of dulcet ſtring, 
4 Dance, maſque, and merriment I bring, 
«© To cheer my choſen train; 

Enter my halls ; dance, ſing, and play, 
« Till morn ſhall chaſe the ſtars away; 
« Approach; revere my reign !?? 

The ſyren goddeſs ceas'd her ſong, 

When PovexrTy addreſt the throng, 
With meek, and modeſt air ; 

No nectar'd bowls, my friends I bring, 

* Dance, maſque, nor lute of dulcet ſtring, 
Nor boaſt I banquets rare; 


But goodlier gifts I will beſtow, 
* And marks of fuller friendſhip ſhew, 
To thoſe that join my train. 


% Follow! 


— * 
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Follow ! your footſteps I will bring, 
Where ſmiling pleaſures ever ſpring, 
Pleaſures unmix'd with pain. 
Follow: and I'll conduct you where 
Areal muſic fills the air, 


And thrills through ev'ry grove ; 
Where health, in innocence array'd, 


Shall court you to the cooling ſhade, 


To tell your artleſs love. 


We'll ſleep beneath the oſier'd bower ; 
Security ſhall guard the door 

No care-engender'd foes, 

Shall ever an admittance find, | 

To diſcompoſe the peaceful mind, : 
Or baniſh ſound repoſe.“ 


Thus each, alternate, us'd her pow'r, 


The ſons of mankind to allure, 
The profer'd bliſs to ſhare : 
To Wealth obedient millions bow'd ; 


To Poverty a ſcantier crowd; 


Untempting was her air. 


* * * * * * * * * * * 


255 
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Long time elaps'd not, when the train, 
That bow'd the knee to Wealth's gay reign, 
A piteous ſight diſplay d; 10 th 
Dropſies and gouts the bag beſtow” d, 


And from high feeding fevers flow'd 
Which baffled medicine” s aid. 


Whilſt Poverty's more bliſsful few 
From ſcenes of luxury withdrew, - 
And, healthful, trod the plain ; | 
They work'd, and whiſtled out the day, 
All night in peaceful ſlumbers lay, 

Nor knew the name of pain. 


On a late Marriage at H- d. 


WAKE, my muſe ! Pulcheria's nuptial day, 
Invites thy preſence, and demands thy lay. 
For her the Hymeneal ſonnet ſing, 
For well ſhe merits all the muſe can bring. 
Fair is her form, and graceful ev'ry air; 
Thrice bleſt Honeſto !. ſuch a prize to ſhare. 
| Far 


J 
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Far hence fly, flattery ! in falſe gems array'd ; 
My honeſt muſe diſdains thy ſervile aid; | 
"Tis from the heart theſe willing numbers flow, 
My ardent wiſhes, and my hopes to ſnew. 
Deſcend then, muſe ! and chaunt the feſtive lay, 
Thy benediction on this nuptial day. 


«© Protecting angels, hover round the pair, 


Lal 


And guard their ſafeties with peculiar care! 
Heav'n, from their lips life's acid cup remove, 
And let them taſte of nought but peace and love. 


Far from their minds remove each aching pain, 


cc 


- 
* 


0 


6 And with ſweet concord brighten Hymen's chain. 
« Pour on their hearts religion's balmy dew, 

+ Truth's pleaſing paths, and precepts to purſue. 
Long may they live reſpected, and belov'd; 

« By heav'n protected, and of heav'n approv d. 

«© And when their fouls ſhall wing their final flight, 
6 Angels! conduct them to the courts of light!“ 


I 


8 PRAYER 
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PRAYER for the F AS T- DAV. 
( 778.) 
I. | 
ORD! hear a ſuppliant nation's cry, 
And let our pray'rs prevail; 


Cauſe to be huſh'd each plaintive ſigh, 
Borne on each Weſtern gale. 


II. 
Long has diſſenſion rear'd it's head, 
Long have deluded bands 


Rebellion's baneful banners ſpread, 
In Albion's diſtant lands. 


| III. 
But, Lord, at thy performing word, 
Let civil diſcord ceaſe; 
Oh! ſheathe the dire deſtructive ſword, 
And bleſs theſe realms with peace. 


"SY 
Over the ſad ſcenes of blood (now paſt) 


Oblivion's mantle throw; 


O' er 
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And that returning love may laſt, 
Eraſe the traits of woe. 


a 
Then ſhall ſweet Concord from the ſky, 
To which ſhe lately flew, 

Return with friendſhip in her eye, 
And here her reign renew. 


VI, 

Then ſhall fair Commerce ſpread her ſails, 
And waft her wonted ſtores, 

Aided by her own Węſtern gales, 

To Albion's happy ſhores. 


PASTORAL ELEGY 


On the Death of the Hon. Lady CaTHanioe 
LowTHER, Reli& of the late Sir WILLIAM 
LowTHER, Bart. of Swillington, Yorkſhire. 


DAMON. 
HY ſits deep deſpair on thy brow ? 
Why ſtands the round tear in thine eye ? 


S 2 And 
5 
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And why (for I heard it een now) 
Heav'd thy boſom that forrowful figh ? 


| CORYPDON. 
Is yet then my Damon to know, 
The ſource whence my ſorrows are fed ? 
Then hearken——and ſhare in my woe 
Dorinda Dorinda is dead! 


DAMON. 
Ah me! is the Bounteous no more:? 
Weep in anguiſh, ye nymphs and ye ſwains ! 
What heart can refrain to deplore 
Ihe loſs of the pride of theſe plains ? 


CORYDON. 
Laſt night—of her death nought aware 
As cloſe by her folds I return'd, 
Harſh blects from her flocks fill'd the air - 
Ah me! 'twas their miſtreſs they mourn'd ! 


DAMON, 
Full cauſe had her flocks to bewail 


The loſs of Dorinda the good ; 

She led them each morn to the vale; 

When thirſty ſhe drove to the flood. 
CORYDON. 
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C ORTY DON. 

And when the grey evening approach'd, 

She lodg'd them (ſecure from their foes) 

In their folds, where no prowlers encroach'd, 

To loſe the long night in repoſe, | 
DAMON, 

Nor was it fot lucre ſhe fed, 

The tribes that enwhiten yon green; 

The hungry ſtill eat of her bread; 

To the naked her fleeces were gi' en. 


CORYDON. 

A tribute of tears ſhall be paid, 
Shall flow to her praife from each eye; 
And ſighs from each boſom ſhall aid, 
To waft her pure ſoul to the ſky. 


DAMON. 
The ſtone that ſhall ſtand at her head, 
Shall ſpeak this indelible ſtrain : 
«© Here lies“ —for Dorinda is dead 
« The glory, the pride of the plain!“ 


S 3 The 
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eee eee 
The POETs SOLILOQUY; 


N in the manner of Shakeſpear's Fr 9 be, 
or not To be 


O «write, or not to write; that is the queſtion; 
Whether *tis wiſer to retire to reſt, 
And court the balmy ſweets of ſound repoſe, 
Or to fit muſing in my Garret-chamber, 
And by the feeble aid of farthing candle, 


To pen my midnight madrigals, To write 
Perchance not to be read—Aye, there's the rub, 


There's the reſpect that fills my brealt with terrors, | 
And damps my pow'rs poetic. This the cauſc, | 
Makes me fit down, in melancholy mood, 


To ſlender meals of bread, and mouldy cheeſe, 
And mugs of baſe ſmall beer. When but for this, 
I might, Apollo ! by thy bop'd-for aid, 

Soar boldly on poetic wing, and ſnatch 

Alaurel from the wreath of fame—might purchaſc 
An cunce of brain-exhilerating ſnuff, 

Though at high rate Perhaps mi ght ſometimes quaſſ 
A 
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A moderate draught of that nectareous fluid, 
Term'd brown October: Might, peradventure, view 
(A fight, heav'n knows! which Poets ſeldom ſee) 
Roaſt beef and pudding ſmoak upon my board. 
Delicious dream! oh! *twere a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd ! To write To publiſh— - 
Perchancc not to be bought —— Aye, there's he 
per'lous pit, | 
The black abyſs whereinto Poets plunge, 
Ne'er more to riſc again, Heav'ns! how could L | 
(Whoſe coin will ſcarce chink muſic in my purſe) 
How could I ſtand the full (though needtul) charge 
Of type and tympane, and thoſe thouſand items 


Authors are heirs to !—— Twould 1 me to the 
centre; 


Twould purge my purſe of its laſt Hs: tenant, / 

And leave it lifeleſs. Soft you now ! Is there no 
hope! £ 

No method feaſible to face the foe, gf 

And take the field with "es ?, <"Tike ; Su- 

SCRIPTION,' 

Sweet-ſounding epithet ! with modeſt hops, 

To thee I raiſe my eye, and crave thy aid. 


* 
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Ye Nymphs Pierian! prompt the purpos d page, 
And ſhield my labours from the Critic's rage. 
If the kind public but approve my lays, 


I reap rich barveſt in their generous praiſe, 


The Adventures ofa Shilling. A Poem. 
INTRO DU CTION. 


Dventurous Muſe! inſtru my doubtful 
A tongue, 

Aſſiſt my labour, and inſpire my ſong. | 
Theſe my firſt numbers make with caſe to flow, 
Whilſt a bright Shilling's various fate J ſhew, 

Now chear'd by hope, now ſtruck with deep-fett 

ie ehe. l 

Oh ! grant one ſpark of that poetic flame, 

That Pope illum'd; thou darling ſon of fame 
Then ſhall ſmooth periods flow in pleaſing ſtrains, 
And notes melodious ſound through Cumbria's plains. 


If, Muſe, thou hearken'ſt to my humble pray r, 
Our white · rob'd heroe's place of birth declare ? 
«© Where 


18. 
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„% Where London's tow'rs o'crlook fair Thames's 
_ tide, th N 

ce Thence trimm'd he ſprung in all his ſhining pride. 

Thanks, gracious gueſt ! I feel thy aiding pow'r, 


Deſcending in a ſweet, poetic ſhower. 
Dim miſts ere while enwrapp'd my feeble fight, 
But now diſpell'd by thy kind cheering light. 


Lord of my purſe ! (for poets oft are poor) 
Thou, © ſplendid ſhilling lo. —oh! I have no more 
How oft did'ſt thou, in leathern priſon pent, 
Debarr'd from ſhining brethren, thus lament > | 


* Alone! abandon'd! why this dire diſgrace ? 5 


„Why in this dungeon doom'd to hide my face? 


Others, my co- mates, in ſociety mingle, 

< Reſt their ſtill heads, or in ſweet concert jingle, 
«© Whilſt I, forlorn---oh, cruel, cutting curſe ! 

« Mope by myſelf within a muſty purſe.” 

But ceaſe, ſad monitor! oh, ceaſe to mourn ! 

Thy fortunes yet may take a happier turn ! | 
Thou drink'ſt not ſorrow” $ bitter draught alone; 
feel ſhare thy ev'ry grieving groan. 

How can my mind enjoy one moment's eaſe, 
Whilſt the long ſcore exiſts for bread and cheeſe ? 


How 


A * * 
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How muſt my boſom beat with anxious fears, 

Whilſt my room's rent ſtands five weeks in arrears ? 

At ſight of this my ſuit of ſable hue, 

Dunners and dungeons ruſh upon my view. 

Nay, when aſleep, Queen Mab right ſeldom fails, 

To haunt my brain with bailiffs, and with jails. - 

Vaſt bulk of woc! for how can it be leſs, 

When fears by day, by night when dreams diſtreſs* 
As when a traveller, in ſtarleſs gloom, 

Uncertain of his road, is forc'd to roam: 

No village-cur can hear, no foot-marks trace, 

To point him, weary'd, to a reſting place, | 

Till to ſome cot's far diſtant, twinkling light, 

He aims his toot-ſteps through the cheerleſs night. 

F'en fo with me, depreſs'd with trouble's load, 

Who ſearch, inceſſant, for ſome happier road. 

At length a path, inviting meets my eye 

My fears ſubſide, and all my terrors fly. 

Long haſt thou wept ; I'll now attempt relief, 

Redreſs thy grievance, and aſſwage thy grief. 

Doſt thou not know I'm in the muſe's books ? 


Baſk in the beams of her enliv'ning looks? 


Did'ſt 
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TS Did'ſt thou not mark when her melodious tongue 


Pronounc'd from whence thy ſplendid viſage ſprung? 


Thou ſhalt turn Poet ; thy adventures pen— 


ce 
ons 


— 


1 


20 


ce 


I cemmence Poet, Sir | how, why, or when? 

Alas, dear Sir! you dream—you doat. I write ? 

Your too light meals have made your head too 
light; s 


It ne*er could elſe have enter'd in your thoughts, 


That I ſhould write that near could boaſt four 


groats. 
The rich may rhyme ; can ſtill command pro- 
tection; ä (FS 
The heavieſt purſe oft carries wit's election. 
All- pow'rful gold can worth to knaves diſpenſe, 
To cowards, courage, and to blockheads, ſenſe. 


Nay (ſtrange to tell) gold gives Sir Clowniſh 


grace, 


And ſtamps deformity with beauty's face. 


What tho? the muſe and you be hand and glove, 


On me ſhe ne'er yet caſt one look of love. 


_ Then—the Reviewers! mighty name of dread! 


Will tear the bays, juſt budding from my dead : 


Hunt down each line as lawful critic game, 


And hurl th' Adventures down the hill of fame. 


: : 8 Should 
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„Should their keen eye through wrong-plac'd 
comma's peep, 

e Sooner be ſunk alive in Plymouth deep, 

« I'd rather bare-foot walk, ſhould they attack, 

4 From York to London, and from London back. 

* Should my poor cauſe by their high law be try'd, 

& Pm caſt, condemn'd, catch-penny'd, villify'd!“ 

Suggeſtions groundleſs, viſionary fears, 

Th? effect of raw, and unexperienc'd years. 

Lean to my council, and thy fears ſhall fly, 

Like fogs diſpers'd by Phoebus? piercing eye. 

Firſt, the Reviewers—pho ! brethren of our trade; 

Catch-penny traps, the beſt that e er were made. 

When” hammer'd out, then through the ſtreets 
they cry them: 


c Monthly Reviewers traps! come, come, who'll 
| by them!“ 

Next, thou art poor—and poverty's a Cutſe, 
But courage! bad can't well be render'd worſe. 
Laſtly, the muſe---a trifle light as ar; 
She mult be tickled with a coaxing pray”r. 

* Celeſtial goddeſs! Rhyme-infpiring maid, 
Deſcend! with couplcts fill my tecming head: 


« Plant 
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« Plant on my barren brow Parnaſſian bays, 

« And with ſweet cadence tune my artleſs lays! ” 
Example this, that ſeldom---never fails; 

Swoop! ſhe deſcends ere thou can'ſt bite thy nails. 
Thou ſhalt the ſtory of thy life relate, 

The pains, the pleaſures of its varying ſtate. 
Rehearſe thy tale with ſmooth, poetic grace: 
Each ſhall a teſter bring---perhaps a brace. 

Then ſhalt thou ſleep beneath a filken ſhade, 
And golden joys ſhall light upon my head. 

Begin ; the muſe propitious be thy friend ! 

Il darn my breeches : thou the pocket mend. 


The Adventures of a Shilling. 


Y firſt good maſter was a Banker's clerk, 
A red-hair'd, raw-bon'd Caladonian ſpark. 


« By guede Saint Andrew! I'll to London ſteer ; 
“ Preterment aye awaits a Scotchman there.“ 
He left the banks of bonny Aberdeen: 

Shifted the long-kail for the London ſcene. 

It was his luck a friend at court to meet, 
Who tix'd him in fair Lombard's jingling ſtreet. 


Here 
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Here what exalted, rapt*rous joys I felt! 

With Portugal's, with England's chiefs I dwelt. 
Johannes', Georges, on the counter hop, 

And chink, chink, chink reſounds through all the 
ſhop. a 
* Propitious fates! Icry'd, © attend my pray'r ; 

« May joys like theſe my ev'ry moment ſhare ! ”? 


The fates repugnant to my pray' r, ordain, 
One hour of pleaſure, but an age of pain. 


As when bright vernal ſuns illume the ſky, 
And ev*ry grove reſounds with melody; 

Sudden the North pours down the chilling rain, 
Or pattering hail-ſtones powder all the plain ; 
The ſun, aſham'd to view gay ſpring's diſgrace, 
VeiPd in a cloud, withdraws his bluſhing face; 
The feather'd tribes ſurceaſe the vocal lay, 

And cling, dejected, to the tottering ſpray; 
Anon the low*ring clouds are backward drove; 
The ſun diſplays his glories from above, 

And vocal airs revive in ev'ry grove. 

F'en ſo with me; Bliſs on my head high-crown'd, 
Misfortune's blaſt ſhook proſtrate to the ground. 
Content's ſweet cup, which late regal'd my ſoul, 


Too ſoon was chang'd for trouble's bitter bowl. 
a My 
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My maſter's fractur'd ſhoes acroſs the way, 

At Criſpin's ſtall in cloſe confinement lay, 

And 1 unhappy! muſt their ranſom pay. 

What change! the tale my pride almoſt forbids - 
Lodg'd with baſe braſs, and loath'd tobacco quids : 
Inſtead of my late ſoft, and filken couch, 


: 
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Pent in vile durance in a ſwine-ſkin pouch. 

Late the ſweet muſic of gold's chinking found, 

My heart with joy, each ſenſe with rapture crown'd; 
But now, alas! I liſten to the fall 

Of the harſh hammer in the cobler's ſtall. 

My apron'd maſter cobbled ſtrong and tight: 
Sat cloſe all day; oft. times till twelve at night: 
Slept ſound : at day-break left his Truckle-bed, 
To mend old ſhoes beneath the pent-houſe ſhed. 
Soft love was yet a ſtranger to his breaſt ; 

Th! inſidious lodger ne'er diſturb'd his reſt. 


A Shoe-black wench, with bruſh and ball in hand, 
Near Criſpin's ſtall each morning took her ſtand. 


She lov'd his merry ſongs, his round face more; 
Her eyes, though ſilent, ſpoke it o'er and o'er. 


As far as modeſty might ſay, ſhe ſaid ; 


If not her words, her actions love betray'd. 


Her 
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Her pence for pur], and butter'd peaſe ſhe ſent, 
And on her ſwain her Jaſt braſs farthing ſpent. 
Shoes good ſtrong ſeams ſhe ripp'd like rotten 

_ thrumbs, 
That they might ſooner reach her cobler's thumbs. 
All this ſhe did, but all this could not move 
His tongue to tell one tender tale of love. 
He whiſtled * Black- ey d Ne- and Chevy Chaſe,” 
But not one note of honeſt ſhoe-black Beſs. 
Oft drooping on her ſtool ſhe fat rectin'd, 


And thus lamenting, eas'd her love fick mind: 

* Cruel inſenſible ! hard-hearted turk 

Not one kind glance to ſpare from off thy work? 

“Jo fole-ſick ſhoes well canſt thou cures impart ; 

„* Oh! heal the wound that rankles in my heart. 

&« Not one kind word ?---ah, wretched me, forlorn ! 

“ Curs'd be the day wherein poor Beſs was born ! 
„ Curs'd be the lamps that, twinkling, ſnew'd the 


way 


“ For me, unhappy : down this ſtreet to ſtray 


& *Twas here---'twas here accurſed be the place! 
* I firſt beheld; heholding, lov'd thy face: 


“Set down my ſtool in hopes one day to move, 


Thy heart obdurate to return my love. 


«© But 
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“ But all my flattering hopes, alas! are fled; 
« Would that poor Beſs lay ſleeping with the dead! 
<« Hard as thy lap-ſtone is thy heart, I find, 
6 To pity callous, and to beauty blind. 
« Is this my pay for purl and butter'd peuſe? 
< For ale, and oyſters, and for Cheſhire cheeſe ? 
I willing paid, now two pence, then a gront: 
t Oft pinch'd my own to wet thy thankleſs throat. 
c I paid my pence -I pawn'd my heart beſide. 
& Alas, what doubled ills poot me betide ! 
% Nought's left but patience to retrieve my loſs ; 
« Would I were fairly back to Charing-croſs. 
& Abſence, perhaps, may eaſe my wounded heart, 
« Remove thy image, and aſſwage my ſmart.” 
_ She took her ſtool, her bruſhes, and her ball, 
Then, her laſt look, and left the Cobler's ſtall, 


« What ſaid the Cobler ?” neither more nor leſs, 
Than, If 1 can't, I can't love ſhoe-black Beſs.” 
He whiſtled---ſung---jogg'd in the old beat read.. 
Save miſling morſels which poor Beſs beſtoa dd. 


But now the time approach'd with ſtriding pace 
That chang'd his finging and bis whiſtling caſe. 


* One 
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One morn his work whilſt hands and pincers ply, 

Of dumplings hot he heard the tempting ery. 

He rais'd his voice: call'd, * — 
lings here! | 

His ſtomach crav'd him for its morning cheer. 

Streight at his ſtall the florid damſel ſtands : 

Preſents her dumplings with her unwaſh'd hands. 

He gaz'd: he ate: he gaz'd: when done, he found, 

His breaſt felt heavier by atleaſt four pound. 

He call'd her Angel!” ſwore, „by mighty 
Jove,“ 

That with her dumplings he had ſwallow'd love: 


And that his awl---love's language names it dart 


Was pinking thro? and thro? his bleeding heart. 
Oh! would ſhe oluck it out, and caſe his pain, 
He would {till faithful, loving ſtill remain: 
He'd deck her out in rich and proud array, 

In flounce and feather, and in garments gay : 
He'd crown her ſov'reign miſtreſs of his love, 


Queen of that ſtall, and of yon rooms above. 
% What ſays my Kate? What does ſweet Katy ſay? 


Turn thy face to me; turn not thus away. 
« Caſt on thy proſtrate ſwain a pitying eye; 
„Smile and I live; frown, and I inſtant dic.“ 

| | Kate 
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Kate, with her mouth expanded, ſtood amaz d: 
Judg'd the man mad, at leaſt full ſorely craz' d. 
She ſtretch'd her hand to take her dumping tins | 
But, recollecting, haſtily withdrew : 
<« His looks I likes not, I proteſt, and vow.” 
She ſhrugg'd her ſhoulders, and ſhe ſhook her head, 
And begg'd the braſs might on the board be laid. 
He ſtraight comply*d; when Kate the pence had got, 
She took her leave with, « dumplings, dumplings 
hot!“ 
His eyes her form, his ears purſu'd her ſound ; 
Vaniſh'd: his ears he hung, his _ fix*d on os 
ground. | 

No more he chaunts the charms of Black-ey'd Sue, 
But ſadly ſighs, 5 alas, what ſhall I do! e 
Nor ſings of Chevy-chaſe, where hound and hom 
Awoke the infant that was yet unborn. 
No more his hammer's heard acaoſs the way; 
In melancholy mood he mopes the day. 
Half finiſh'd ſhoes neglected lie around: 5 
How can I work when in Love's fetters bound, 3 | 
« My hand unſteady, and my heart not ſound?” V 
Reflect, ingrate ! upon the love-ſick Beſs ; 
It much thou ſaffer*ſt, could ſhe ſuffer leſs ? 

T2 How 


256 A Cortrcrion of 


How could'ſt thou hope to ſhare a happier fate, 
Thus to have paid her profer'd love with hate? 


Night's duſky wings now ſhade this earthly ball; 
No candle twinkles in the Cobler's ſtall. | 
What dire diſaſter has its influence ſpread ? ” 
Oh, woetul tale the love-ſick ſwain lies dead ! | 
Pain'd to the heart that Kate ſhould prove unkind, . 
Kate he has leit, and all life's cares behind. 

His faithful ſtrap prov'd his laſt tragic friend, 
Ended thoſe griefs which death could only end. 
Within his ſtall this ſolemn ſentence lies: 

% Kate's cruelty has clos'd the Cobler's eyes.“ 


To death's dark manſion by his mates convey'd, 
The Cobler ſleeps. What havoc death has made? 
The Criſpins cry'd---refle&tions nonght avail--. 
They drown their ſorrows in a draught of ale, 


For coffin, ſhrowd, and for the hearſe's aid--- 
This charge funereal yet remains unpaid, - 
Each place, each pocket bears the prying touch | 
Of Solemn's hands; nor ſeapes the baceo pouch. 
This grief mark'd ſpoiler, bird of Harpy kind, 
Makes the laſt ſweep, nor leaves e' en ME behind. 
Now 
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Now am I dragg'd to Solemn's houſe of woe; 

A place more rueful eye yet never ſaw. 8 

A diſmal ſcene ! where'er you turn your eye, I 

Each object ſnews that Kings and Coblers die. 14 

Coffins on coffins pil'd ſtand round in rows; 1 

A dimly lamp their duſky brightneſs ſnews. 1 

Scarfs, hat · bands, cloaks (death's enſigns) wave in air; =_ 

Eſcutcheon'd honours round the wainſcot glare. 

The ſhroud, (death's wrapping gown) the mourn» 

ful pall, i 

Add to the woeful ſcene, and ſhade the wall; 

The Tyrants whole regalia ready at a call. 

We quit this ſeene, and inward now retire: 

Meet Madam Solemn by the parlour fire. 

% My dear! and well and how did all things got”? 

A poor affair ſome fifteen pounds or ſo. 

6 But fifteen pounds ! now by my life ſwear---- 

I got the whole----the rogue was curſed bare, 

« Ere I'd have bury'd him for fifteen pound, * 

* He ſhould have ſtunk, and rotted above ground. 1} J 

But fifteen pounds! poor, ſorry, paltry ſum 1 10 

% The D-, for me, ſhould borne him to his home. I 

* Had'ſt no diſſeQing Surgeon in thy view ?” _ \] | 

The cur was crook d. -he would by no means do.“ f 
; 4 * « Mechanic 
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«© Mechanic ſlave! but ſay, my dear! relate 
& The page laſt penn'd within your book of fate.“ 
Solemn produc'd his book, and thus he read: 
© Firſt ; the rich Packer---him I prick as dead. 


* 


I held cloſe conf'rence with his ſpouſe to day; 


« All ſigns are fled ; he doats---begins to pray 


= 


a 


A 


Then gave directions, plain---ſans ſob, or tear--- 
Rich pickings, love! a brace of hundreds clear. 
Next, the fat Alderman, whoſe pond'rous paunch, 
Is ſwell'd with turtle, and with ſav'ry haunch, 

At the laſt city-feaſt inſur*d his fate, 

Where for the public good he ſweat----and ate. 
A ſurfeit fever; this night makes him mine; | 
Thanks to the Norfolk turkeys, and the Chine ! 
Portſoken's Deputy, with puff 'd up face, | 
Totters to death on his laſt legs apace. 

His ſix good bottles, nightly quafPd with glee, 
In fix ſhort days conſigns him o'er to me. 
Well-fare the doctor's drug, and ſparkling bowl. 


"Theſe, love! the ſprings that make our chariot roll. 


Should theſe two friends withdraw their "_ aid, 
Then might yon coffins rot untenanted. 
Next, the deaf Taylor in St. Clement-danes----- 


Bit the man's poor--the lord relieve bis pains * 
Thus 
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Thus he went on without or halt or ſtop, 
Till he had fill'd each coffin in his ſhop. 
The ſight of ſupper, and of good brown ale, 
Stopp'd his wide mouth, and clos'd his deadly tale. 


Night's reign is rot the ſun's two hours begunz 
Enter the nurſe with Solemn' s ſqualling ſon. 


Come to thy dad, my Dick, my darling joy! 

© Peace, wrangler, peace! ſee, what a precious toy!“ 
He grop'd his pocket: Mx he chanc'd to pick 
From out the reſt, and gave me to young Dick : 
Then Dick to Nan; the boy ſeem'd wond'rous glad, 
Danc'd i in her arms, and ſmiling, cry'd, © dad, dad:? 


Nan to the door now took her filenc'd charge, 
To view the wonders of the ſtreetat large. 
She lov'd at coxcombs, and at crowds to ſtare, 


As well, at leaſt, as Solemn's fon and heir. 

A giddy wench ; as you ſhall hear anon : 

«0 Jemini my ſtars! the ſhilling” s gone !” 
She ſought both high and low : ſhe ſought all round, 
But ſought in vain ; I'm no where to be found. 
"Twas mun/trous ſtrange ſhe did purteſt and vow, 
Where this ſame ſhilling could have gotten to; 


« Declar'd 
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Declar'd, that after all was done and ſaid, 

She ſooner would have loft her maiden head. 
Here lay the truth; Nan's eyes found full employ, 
They fix d on fops, ne er glanc'd upon the boy. 
Dick ſeiz d the occaſion: toſs'd me in the ſtreet, 
Trod ſoon in mire by feet ſucceeding feet. 


I now, at leiſure, view'd the paſſing crowd, 
And moraliz'd upon the multitude. : 
Behold yon child matur'd of twenty one, 
Jehu-like drive his flaming phaeton !”* 
Some beauteous bride, ſure, ſpurs his rapid haſte: 
Not ſo ; he flies the ſweets of dice to taſte, 
He ſhakes. the box; the dyes two aces fall; 
Adieu, content---galds--chariot---horſes all! 
Next, view that hoary child of ſixty echt:! 
His knocking knees ſcarce bear his feeble weight, | 
His cane propt bady, bending forward, bows. 
Hark! the bell rings: hacrawls to pay his vows. 
Ah na, my friend I— his blazing, jewell'd whore. 
*Tis her's he ſeeks, nat ſacred worſhip's door. 
Return mad datard! impotence, return 
Strange that the hlood of iey age ſhould burn! 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt thus I mus'd, a Miſer's poring eye, 

My mud-beſmeared viſage chanc'd to ſpy. 

With haſty, trembling hand he rais'd my head, 
And with like haſte into his pouch'convey'd. 

What pleaſing joys now play d around my heart, 

To think that I ſhould cafe affliction's ſmart. ' 

He ſeem'd a wretch ſurcharg'd with miſery, 

Sore blighted by black blaſts of poverty. 

His hat, flouch'd down, convey'd, like pent-houſe 


ſhed, | 3 


The falling ſhower from off his aged head; 
And ſerv'd to keep, not to one uſe eonfinꝰd, 

In place of wig, his ears from chilling wind. 
His coat, diſeas d with patches, ſeem'd to ſhew 
_ Extreameſt want, accumulated woe. 

His other correſponding parts of dreſs, 
Gaſping diſcloſe a tale of deep diſtreſs. 

The miſerable place of his abode, 

In the deep receſs of an ally ſtood. 

Windows cloſe barr*d, though broke atev'ry pane, 
Exclude admittance to the thieving train, 


To all, fave to the whiſtling wind and beating rain.) 


The weighty key, with wards full intricate, 
Repels the bolts with harſh, and jarring grate. 
| Enter'd, 
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Enter'd, he quick re- faſtens ev'ry bar, 

Leſt ſkulking rogues ſhould ruſh in unaware. 
Himſelf worſt thief ! his maw he robs of meat, 
His mind of comfort, and his limbs of heat. 
To the ſtrong iron cheſt in haſte he flies, 

The cheſt wherein his god---his treaſure lies. 
He rais'd the maſly lid to cheer his ſight, 

And bleſs'd his maker---for his bags were right. 
A rueful place! unfurniſh'd was the room, 
Save by the hangings of the ſpider's loom. 
Chimney there was; but leſt thieves ſhould deſcend, 
Strong, croſs- fix d bars that avenue defend. 

Nor feel his lungs from the repelled ſmoke; 

No cheering flame illumes the cob-webb*d nook. 
A rug protects him from night's noxious air; 
Various its hues, but all alike thread · bare. 

His cheſt for table ſerv'd, for chair and bed; 

He fate, he eat, and on it ſtretch'd his head. 

When ni ght, ſleep's nurſe, lull'd weary'd eyes to reſt, 
He, waking, mus'd upon his iron cheſt : 

Counts o'er his treaſures which beneath him lay, 
By night his mind's, his eyes' ſolace by day. 
Should nature nod, and buly fancy's train, 
Ii-boding dreams intrude upon the brain, 
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He, ſtarting, wakes : calls with loud energy, 

« Fire! murder! thieves! death, hell and robbery!” 
Nor thinks he dreams, till the lamp's feeble light, 
Becalms his ſoul, and ſhews his treaſures right. 
A ſcratching mouſe ſtrikes terror to his mind; 

He hears thieves' ſignals in the whiſtling wind 
Hourly diſtreſs'd. Are theſe the pleaſures then 
That gold beſtows upon the ſons of men ? Fic 
To mammon's god is this the worſhip paid? 

Muſt the mind's peace be on his altar laid ! 

And will mad mortals thus their ſouls torment ? 
Muſt fortune's favours prove their puniſhment: 


One morn repeated raps the manſion ſhook, 

And from his golden dreams the wretch awoke--- 
« Mercy! my gold!“ ſtarting, he ſtrenuous cry'd ; 
<« Spare, ſparc my gold---take me, take all beſide--- 
« Soft! *twas the door”---and tremblingly drew 


| near; 
The Baker's voice diſpell'd each jealous fear. 
Gripus with me defray'd the Baker's ſcore ; 


I bid the wretch adieu, and ne'er beheld him more. 


Long 


Long I remain d not in the Baker's hand; 
For thus the ſtars, that rule my fate, command. 
My Lady Midnight's antiquated maid 


| Receiy'd Ma when the Baker's bill ſhe paid. 


Gods! what a change! viciſſitude how ſweet ! 


From cob-webb'd icenes, to ſcenes of ſplendid ſtate. 


The clock ſtruck twelve ; high breakfaſt time it 
ſeem'd; 

Four boards with tea, and dear detraction teem'd. 

Here ſate the females in gradation due, 8 

From madam Houſe-keeper to ſcullion Sue, 

Their tongues, hung glib in ſcandal, ſpiteful ſound, 

And, at each knell, a reputation wound. 

High. life they copy; their ſuperiors ape, 

A beauty wrinkle, or diſtort a ſhape. 

Should one, deficient in high-breeding's law, 


| The awkward marks of madeſt feelings ſhew, 


She runs the gauntlet of th* enlighten'd 2 ; 
Each tongue attacks her with each taunting jeſt. 
The maid, laugh'd out of modelty, through pride | 
Adopts the 7on, and floats down folly's tide, 

As the poole's eddy oft attractive draws, 

Alike the rubbiſh nettle, and the roſe ; 
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So folly's ſtreams fair virtue oft entice 
i | j 
To ſwim 3 then fink her in the depths of vice. 


© Where all the foot-men N their proper 
place--- 
O'er cold roaſt-beef devoutly ſaying grace. 
I paid no ſmall attention to the cook 


And buttler at burnt brandy in the nook. 


The china and the chine now both remov d, 
A game at whiſt's propos d: propos'd, approv'de 
The butler and my dame the battle wage, 
Contra' my lady's maid, and John the page. 
And now the paſteboard combatants fly round 
Queens fall, and vanquiſh'd monarchs kiſs the 

ground. 
»Tis paſt : the ſhilling © battle s loſt and won,” 
What could withſtand the force of footman John? 
He prick'd, he pack d, and the long ſhuffle us d: 
Could turn for trump whatever card he chus'd: 
Would cards revoke, cards in his coat-fleeve hide: 
Knew all the rules of mighty Hoyle beſide : 
Gambler profeſt : a ſubtle, knowing hand ; 
Few noblemen his match within the land, 
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I now with Barbara repoſe at eaſe, 
And join ſweet concert with her jingling keys. 


— 


The clock ſtruck two: my lady's bell a ſcore; 
Bab ſprung elaſtic : ſtrode acroſs the floor; ; 
Then up the ſtairs purſu'd her rapid rout ; 
The boards ſcarce felt the preſſure of her foot. 
She now approach'd her ladyſhip's bed fide : 
% Madam! awake |” heigh ho] my lady cry'd. 
<< fear bad reſt has been this night decreed, | 
<« So ſoon to wake ”—heigh-ho ! bad reſt indeed! 
« A cordial, if your ladſhip thought fit, 
« Would prove this morn, of ſov'reign benefit: : 
« Twould leep diſpel, and drown each dull com- 
| plaint, Mm 
« And rouge your checks nei aid of paint. 
<< Say, my ſweet lady! ſhall your vaſſal go? 
Content—I'm mighty dull indeed! heigh-ho ! ! 


| Bab' pour'd the Nantz, and on the pillow plac'd : 


% What ſmell! what colour! but oh, what a taſte!“ 
My lady drank I do proteſt and ſwear, 

„ Your ladyſhip wears quite a diff*rent air ; 

« Your eyes before ſhone with a ray divine, | 
But now with more than heav'nly luſtre ſhine. 


C No 
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© No ſay !---laſt night's luxurious ſcenes relate 
„* Did ſmiling fortune on your hand await ? 
Did her kind influence, and her aid benign, 


Kings, queens, knaves, aces to your care confign? 


But wherefore aſk ?---if dreams aright declare--- 


% I view'd the ſcene: fleet fancy wing'd me there. 


«© Methought I ſaw---and think I ſee it now 

<« Bright joy ſat beaming on your beauteous brow. 

„ With grace you touch each card: with {kill 
command 28 

“ Sir Pam, Spadillo ever in your hand. 

The ſhining heap own'd you its ſov*reign dame ; 4 

Beaux view'd your beauty, and forgot their [ 


game, | 
6c Sigh'd, ſimper'd, ſu'd, and fann'd the . 
ſing flame. | 


I faint---I faint---the cordial---fly---oh fly--- 

Refetch the cordial, or I inſtant die. 

e Kind heav'ns ! whence ſprings this guſt of ſud- 
den grief? | beg b 

But the bleſs'd cordial will deſtow relief. 

| Th' ambroſia brought, my lady rais'd her head, 

Sipp'd, roll'd her eyes, and, ſighing, thus ſhe ſaid : 

1 * « Ah 
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Ah mel theſe woes can woman's weakneſs bear ? 
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Thy ſereech- owl dreams have wak d laſt night's 
deſpair. 0 

Viſions ill boding have my fleep diſtreſt; 

Why tell thy dreams to wound my waking reſt ? 


Laſt night; alas | falſe, fickle fortune fled 


My courting arms, and hid her haggard head. 
Long, long I try'd to turn the riſing ſeale, 

But all my arts and all my efforts fail. 
Pam, and Spadillo turn their backs ingrate, 
And gold and jewels ſhare one gen' ral fate. 
Thrice did this hand, uplifted high in air, 
Dire& its force againſt this boſom bare: 
Thrice frantic ſtruck the board with furious ſound : 


Tore my lov'd locks, and toſs'd them on the 


ground; 
Then, thus diſhevell'd, down the ſtairs 1 flew, 


Curs'd the whole pack: —_— — Spadill R 


and Lov. 2 


She ceas'd and, ſighing, at mourn'd; 
Grief fill'd her eyes: het cheeks with brandy burn' d. 
Tears guſn'd at laſt to eaſe her weighty woe: 


+ Flow—flow (ſhe cry'd) ye ſtreams, for ever flow! 


“ Theſe 
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1 Theſe eyes no more ſhall view bright pleaſure's 
0:4 ayg e 
< The Colonel ogle, or the cards ſurvey. 
« Theſe eyes no more ſhall dart along the Mall, 
& Transfix a lac'd coat, or a lord affail : 
«© No more lov'd Shock ſhall view, or th heawn- 
low d queen, 
c Would they were elos'd, or that —_ ne'er hat 
ſeen !'? - 
Sweet lady, patience ,; 
< Patience! preach patience to wild winter's roars 
% When ſtung with wounds, preach to the raging 
r 
« Will roaring Boreas Ae at thy nim ? 
6 The boar ceaſe foaming, crouch, and lick thy 
| hand ? | 1 | 
« How then can patience my keen anguiſh charm, 
« And of its pointed arrows grief difarm ? 
« Can patience laſt night's rueful chance reſcind ? 
% Ah, no |—hence, give it to the howling wind, 
No more be filent—as thou'd'ſt ſhun my hate. 
Silence belt ſuits my melancholy ſtate.” 
She roll'd her maudlin eyes, and beat her breaſt, 
. wrung her hands, and rav'd herſelf to reſt. 
U Bab's 
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Babꝰ's eyes now plenteous pour'd their briny ſtorez 
Could they refrain? © be ſilent,” and no more.” 
But long ſhe wept not; though her tongue was ty'd, 
Looſe were her feet, and ev'ry ſenſe beſide. 
She gain'd the window with impatient bound, 
| Lifted the ſaſh, and, lolling, ſtar d around. - - 
Her piercing glances, meſſengers of woe, 
Wound hearts unguarded in the ſtreet below. 
She loll'd triumphant in her lofty ſtand, 
Oft touch'd her fore-head to diſplay her hand. 
What though no diamond blaze with luſture bright, 
Her hand's well turn'd, and tolerable white. 
She furl'd her fan with flaps reſounding loud 
To catch th attention of the paſſing crowd. 
She bar'd her boſom midway to the wailt, 
To ſhew the ſwelling beauties of her breaſt. 
O, Temp'ra, Mores ! oh, eternal ſhame ! | 


! 
. 


| Shall menial mortals ape the titled dame ? 
F | 
1 A chariot ſtops; * my ſtars! who ſhould this be? 
1 The Colonel, by my dear virginity! 

Madam! my lady! meet her love or hate, 


I now muſtſpeak—the Colonel's at the gate.” | * = 
6 Colonel! kind heav'n! (half waken'd, ſtaring wild) 

F | | « Bleſs my good thoughts!—did'ſt fay the Colonel, 

bo  \ - child? \ « He— 

| 
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& He—he—the Colonel: he, whoſe winning air, 

** Whoſe ſword and ſcarlet captivate the fair. 

++ Contus'd—perplex'd! what courſe ſhall I wotſue? 

+ Run—ſtay—haſte, fly!—return, wike would{t 
thou do ! 

How can I ſee him, when in ſorrow 8 

« Eyes red with weeping will affright not wound. 

« Shall I then ſay your ladyſhip's not well, 

And can't be ſeen ?? © No; furies, death, and hell! 

„ Did 1 ſay that? ſtupidity's dull goole ! 

% Where is thy Lord? © An't pleaſe you, at the 

houſe.” x 
hs Fly then, dear Ke on haſte wing'd at ay! 


(0 


cc 


Bring—bring him up; I with impatience die. 


Bab, ſmiling, left the room with rapid ſtride « 
Ran down: return d: the Colonel by her ſide. 
She was a girl with much of prudence crown'd 
She left the parties, as in duty bound. 


Sighing for Mechlin and for Minionet, 
Bab, fally'd forth in ſearch of Taviſtock- ſtreet; 
There rapturous view'd in gay profuſion ſpread, 
Lappets and lace, bcads, bonnets, and brocade. 
U 2 3 At 
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At length a top knot, tow'ring high in pride, wy 
 Raviſh*d her ſight, and fore d Mx from her ide. 


Here youthful nymphs, rang' round in 0 ſmiling 


rows, 


With ſteel-arm'd fingers wound the ities gauze. 
Nor that alone; their eyes, bright weapons, wound 


That inſect tribe, fops, buzzing, uttering round. 
Theſe croud in ſhoals : here take their daily ſtations : 
Talk ſmut, tear tuckers, and make aſſignations. | 


Gimp was a lady both well drefs'd and bred, 
Flounc'd to the heels, and feather'd on the head. 
Then for her breeding twas of gu YE; 
She copy'd cloſe the dames of quality. 

Like them ſhe powders, and like them ſhe paints, 
The park the play-houſe, and her poll frequents. 
Like them for quadrill's vigils qualify'd, | 5 
She plays her gold, and pawns her charms beſide. 
Like them, borne on dear diſſipation's wing, | 
She flies to operas, auctions, and the ring. 
Like them ſhe joins the midnight maſquing train, 
Where vice and folly hold their antie reign. 
Like them, ſhe drives to court, our gracious queen 
To ſee, but chicfly that herſelf be ſeen. 

If 
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If Sn ock, ſweet creature chance to catch a cold, 
He's pity'd, pamper'd, and in flannel roll'd ; 
But ſhould diſtreſs in plaintive accents crave, 
Like them, © begone you baggage! or you knaye!” 
It coſtly china claſh upon the ground, 


She trembling, faints, in flowing ſorrows drown'd.; 

But ſhould death ſnatch her only darling fon, 

Like them, dear ſoul!—but heav'n's high will be 
done !“ 

Routs, drums, ridottas roll ſucceſſive round, 

Each ſcene in pleaſure's poliſh'd ſhackles bound, 


Her paſtimes theſe ; her penance let us view, 

| When ſeated, ruſtling, in the ſacred pew. 

Here ſhe behaves with high bred, courtly grace; 
Smiles up to heaven: laughs in the parſon's face: 
Makes audible reſponſes of the pray'rs, 

In the ſweet quiverings of Italian airs : 

Fixes her eyes on heav'n——or on a beau, 

And deep contemplates godly things ——below. 
When the grave doctor talks, oh the vile fright ! 
« To ſound fin, death, and hell in ears polite '”? } 
When mercy---grace---repentance, and the grave, | 1 
The man is mad, and muſt, undoubted, rave. | 

4 U 3 « Shocking ! 
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e Shocking! ſuch dull and diſmal texts to preachz 
* They well may terrify, but ne*er can teach. 

| © But education, not the man's to blame; 


<« He neꝰer read Hoyle: at whiſt ne*er tryd a game: 

A play ne&er ſaw, nor yet an opera dance: 
Nebler took a trip to Tunbridge, or to France ; 

« Nay much I queſtion, was the truth but known, 
ce If &er he ſaw Vauxhall, or Marybone. 

« Had he thus ſtudy'd, travell'd, theſe things ſeen, 
« His preaching then had worth the hearing been. 
« Had he, in lieu of Latin, and cramp'd Greek, 

« Learnt in the ſtile of courtly caſe to ſpeak ; 

66 Charming to hear him thus exhorting cry: | 


Fly to the play : to the Pantheon fly ! 

Let routs, ridotta's ſink deep in your mind; 

To Foote, and fiddlers be ye ſtill inclin'd ; 

Let the dear cards your deep devotion ſhare; ; 

At red-coats flutter, .and at coxcombs ſtare. 

Fly to the tiolet: patch and paint uncaſe, 

And touch each feature till it glow with grace. 5 


Aſſail your Lords: fret, flatter, coax and curſe, 

Till the laſt foreſt falls to fill your purſe. | 

Such taking texts as theſe had pleas'd the whole: 

+ Lords, ladies, * pimps, players, whores, and all. 
„Then, 
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ce Then, like the court the church had fill'd apace, 
And ſhin'd with ſtars, and garters, and her grace. 
* Nay, aldermen had heard ſuch texts ſublime, 
And, maugre cuſtom, wak*d whole ſermon-time. 
But ſuch impertinent harangues---oh, lard! 

46 I ſhan't be fit this day to turn a card.“ 

Such was Dame Gimp's devout foliloquy, 

Who copy'd cloſe the modes of quality 

Nor ever err'd, ſuch was her dext'rous ſkill, 


Save that (ſometimes) ſhe paid a tradeſman's bill. 


The time was now arriv'd, when I muſt quit, 5 
The high. flown ſemſtreſs for the humble eit. 
A citizen, in ſober ſuit array d, 
Preſents his bill! his bill was inſtant paid. 
Gimp told Me down with three ſcore of my kin; 
Inkle ſtretch d wide his bag, and ſwept us in. 


My new poſſeſſor, in the way of trade, 
By hook or crook had a fair fortune made. 
Ribbons and tape he ſold per ell, or yard, 
Twiſt by the ounce, and buttons by the card. 
Taylors in flippers from each lane repair; 


His ſhop was each day crowded like a fair. 


On 
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On Sunday he caſt up the week's account, 
And prais' d his maker---for the fair amount. 

Full forty ſprings had wak'd the youthful year, 
Since Inkle firſt reſpir'd the vital air; 
And yet unwif d; fly Cupid's love-wing'd dart, 
Had ne'er yet pierc'd the paſſage to his heart. 
But not long thus; what man that ſtill remains 
Free from love's pleaſing, love's perplexing pains? 
One ev'ning, when the counter's toils were o'er, 
And not one cuſtomer approach'd the door, 
Diveſted of his apron, and his care, 
He ſought the ſweets of Moor fieldsꝰ freſher air. 
Tas that ſweet ſeaſon when the ominous ſtrains 
Of cuckow ! cuckow ! fly along the plains, 
The ſun was ſunk low down the Weſtern ſky, 
And Bedlam's ſpires beam'd fainter on the eye. 
Here whilſt he walk*d, and view'd each paſſing fair, 
Each beauteous form, and each bewitching air, 
Gay Teraminta paſs'd ; her radiant charms, 
Fill'd Inkle's boſom with love's ſoft alarms 
Transfix'd he ſtood in motionleſs amaze, 


Nis feet forgot to move, but not his eyes to gaze. 

At length, thus flattr ing, with obſequious bow: 

12 Pardon---intruſion---charms---heart ever true 
Well. 
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Well-pleas'd, ſhe liſten'd to the tender tale 
He urg d with ardour, and his vows prevail, 
For ere bright Sol withdrew his laſt faint ray, 
She bluſh'd * to-morrow” for the bridal day. 
They now unwilling bid the laſt good - night, 

And anxious wait the morn's returniag light. 
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Stretch'd on his couch the reſtleſs lover lies, 
For ſleep's ſoft god his balmy aid denies, 
Save one ſhort hour ; but *twas an hour of bliſs, 
The picture of approaching happineſs. | 
He dreamt of purling ſtreams, and cool retreats, 
Of beds of roſes, and of woodbin'd ſeats, 

And of Ter'minta, breathing all their ſweets. 
Far other thoughts fill'd Teraminta's head, 
Who, wide awake, thus, wild with tranſport, ſaid, 
“ Bleſt chance, to lead my undetermin'd feet, : 


* To Moor-fields' lawns, there Inkle's eyes to meet! 
“ Give me the man, whoſe purſe, with thouſands 

_ crown'd, . 
« Will aid my ſteps to tread gay pleaſure's round. 
e Inkle has wealth; to ſpend it I'm the dame, | 
Elle Teraminta ne er more be my name 


« Bright 
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cc Bright j joys ſhall now crown all my ve and 
days, 

& With ſilks and ſattins, Sadlers-wells, and k 
& A ſet of gold-enamell'd china, rare, 
* Shall on the coſtly board refulgent glare. 
« A filver vaſe, ſupreme in pride ſhall beam, 
& To pour the coffec's brown ambroſial ſteam. 
& Gay, gold - ting'd jars of Ind' ſhall grace the ſcene, 
ce And verdant foreſts wave upon my ſcreen, 
7 A foot-boy in my ſervice Ill retain, 
ce To carry compliments, and bear my train. 
„ What heart-felt joys will in my boſom glow, 
& When from the front-box handed by a beau, 
6 Link-boys reſounding [nkl?*s foot-boy---ho / 
„ The grocer's wife rides in her one-horſe chair, 
& And, by this hand, Il drive my chaiſe and pair. 
“ Females on foot ſhall then with envy gaze, 
* And clear the coaſt for Madam Inkle's chaiſe.” 
Thus, tho' awake ſhe taſted ſweet repoſe, 
"Till the bright ſun from Weſtern worlds aroſe. 
And now the toilet's buſy toil begins, 
O'erſpread with puffs, pomatums, and with pins. 
Powder and petticoats beſtrew the ground, 
And ſcented odours ſhed their ſweets around. 

The 
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The ample wardrobe ſpreads before her eye; 
This robe too light, that wears too deep a dye. 
This ribbon's faded, and that cap's a fright; 

This patch is wrong, and that's not plac'd aright. 

She pins: unpins ; puts on: puts oft again; 

This gown is ſcowrd; and that “ ye gods! 
a ſtain.” | 

What ſhould ſhe do in ſuch perplexity, 

When this not pleaſes, that quite ſhocks her eye? 

Caps are condemn'd, and beads, diſbanded, fly. 


The knocker now, with loud and lengthen'd roar, 
Proclaims the timely bridegroom at the door. 
« He comes! he comes!---but why, ah why ſo ſoon? 
'm almoſt nak'd ”---and huddled on her gown. 
I little dreamtꝰ . and quick approach'd the glaſs-- 
„% That he'd have come theſe three hours yet, alas. 
5 I did propoſe” —her cap ſhe hurry'd on- 

c This day in nice exactneſs to have ſnone; 

« But there's no remedy ; *tis now too late; 

% *Twere mighty rude to make a bridegroom wait; 

6 So muſt &en go ”---her hat now ſhades her 
brow--- 8 


* Juſt as [ Am- a fright 1 don't know how.“ 


She 
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"The huſband cry*d, and handed up the toaſt, 
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She tripp'd.down ſtairs in this unſiniſh'd guiſe, 
To bleſs her fwain's impatient, longing eyes. 


They fondling fit till th hour of eight approach, 


Then drive to Love- lane in a hackney- coach. 

The holy man before the altar ſtands, 

And joins their never- to- be parted hands. 

Each new- born day improves their mutual bliſs : 

Each hour beſtows encreaſing happineſs. 

Nought's heard but harmony to greet the ear; 

With, © yes, my love!” and by “ all means my 
dear!“ | 


If theſe the pleaſures unallay'd with pain, 


Who would not join bright Hymen's bliſsful train? 
Thus EIGHT whole nights and days revolving 
| paſs d; 

But all things change; can love for ever laſt ? 
How fraught with change are all terreſtrial things ? 
To- day gives peace; to-morrow diſcord brings. 
The x IN TH ſun roſe upon their nuptial ſtate, 

Big with dire miſchiefs, and diſaſters great. 

This fatal morn, whilſt o'er their tea they fat, 

In loving mood diſcourſing this and that: 

And what to- day, my dear! or boil'd or roaſt * 


« A 
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ce A leg of mutton boib'd, the dame reply d, 
<« With turnips, and a pudding boil'd beside. 

A pudding boib d, in tone ſomewhat uncivil— 
I hate boil'd pudding as I hate the d- l. 

< We'll have it bak d; bak'd pudding's much the 
< Of all meat kind bald pudding I deteſt. 


©. 6 Tt ſhall be boiPd---nay, ne'er toſs down the toaſt. 


ce P'll bot it, poz! yes, and the mutton roaſt.” ? 

© It ſhall be bak'd, I fwear by mighty Jove! 

© It ſhall be bak'd, by all the pow'rs above!” 

« Matchleſs' effrontry! foul and dire diſgrace ! 

“ 'Thele nails ſhalt print my veageaite on 8 ; 
fe; | ; 

Her boſom ſwell'd with rages and rien 

With fury flaſhing from her eyes-ſhe roſe, | 

But chance ſtepp d in to fave poor Inkle's noſe. 

Such was her haſte, ſhe tripp'd the table o'er, 

And, following, thump d upon the ſounding floor, 

There, ſhrilly ſhricking, ſprawl'd upon the ground, 

Cups, faucers, cream-jugs jingling all around. © 

Her mate, with eyes and ears wide open, faw, 

And heard the clatn'rous, claſhing ſcene of woe. 


Dame 
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Dame Prudence whiſper d, and he took the hint; 
He turn'd his back upon his Teramint*, 

Nor pudding bak'd, nor boil'd now fill'd his head, 
He look'd confuſion, and affrighted fled ; 
Nor, till the ſhop he gain'd, once look'd behind» 
There penſive ſate, in muſing mood reclin'd, 
Woes yet to come revolving in his mind. 

Well might the bard in truthful numbers fing, 
«© What dire effects from trivial cauſes ſpring? ** 
Now ſhall this pudding, I would pawn my life, 
Seal the divorce to part this man and wife. 
Where's now thy foot-boy, Teraminta? where 
Thy ſcreens, thy china, and thy chaiſe and pair ? 
All, all are vaniſh'd like a morning dream ; 


* 


Support, ye gods ſupport the ſinking dame. 
A gay young lady, now approach'd the door, 
She came ſome female trinkets to procure. 
Cuſtom was dear to Inkle as his life; 

And at this time full dearer than his wife. 

At thoughts of profit jarrs domeſtic fled | 
He prick'd his ears and rais'd his drooping head. 
He kiſs'd his hand, and with obſequious air, 
Enquires the pleaſure of the accompliſh'd fair, 


Some 
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Some trappings ornamental ſne requir d 4 
Took me in change and 1 retir'd. 


Stella (for that = name) was ; grac'd with charms, 


= might have bleſs d the mightieſt monarch's 
arms. 

Her eyes ſhone brighter than the ſolar ray ; 

Her lips breath'd all the ſcented ſweets of May. 

Her teeth were white as ivory, neck as ſnow, 

And on her checks neer-fading roſes blow. 

Her head was crown'd with locks of auburn hue, 

Such, as e'en beauty? s queen might, envying, view. 

Her ſhape was ſymmetry, her motion grace; 

Language too poor each various charm to trace. 

All that young poets, ſpurr'd by love” $ alarms, 

Have yet enraptur d ſung of beauty 's charms, 

Paints not the portrait of each pleaſing grace, 

Which ſhone ſuperior in fair Stella's face. 


x . Wo 


Her thoughts with rigid virtue ardent glow, 
With zeal to heaven and love to all below. 
Inſpir*d by charity s diffuſive charms, 
To woe's ſad ſons ſhe open'd wide her arms. 


Gay without pride, fincere without a guile, 


When virtue wept, Stella ne'cr wore a ſmile, 


— — Ay. — 


234 „ 2 
x 


2 
5 — p 


304 A Corr e 10 of 


The vile Lothario view'd the virgin prize, 
And marked her for his ſenſual ſacrifie. 


Train'd in ſeduction's diabolic ſchool, 


He long had practic'd each infernal rule. 

Not few the females, plung'd in grief and ſhame, 
That curs'd the perjur'd, falſe Lothario's name. 
On Stella now he try'd each tempting art: I 
Which tongue could feign, or ſpecious words 


impart z i 
He. pour'd ſweet poiſon on her virgin heart. | ; 
He ſigh'd, and ſwore by all the pow'rs above, 
And, proſtrate, urg'd his well-diſſembled love. 
She heard and felt his vows ſteal to her heart ; 
Painful they pleas'd, and pain'd with pleaſing ſmart. 
She lov'd, "ths true, but arm'd in virtuous mail, 
Not all his damn'd, demoniac arts prevail, 
She ſpurn'd indignant at diſhonour's tale. 
Reſolv'd to triumph o'er the ſtubborn prize, 
To his infernal laſt reſource he flies. 
He call'd ſomniferous potions to his aid, 
And practic'd on the unſuſpecting maid. 
Cloſe chain'd in ſleep while Stella's ſenſes lie, 
He ſnatch d the inglorious opportunity : 
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Then fled ignoble: left the raviſſi d fair 

To wake to woe, to anguiſh and deſpair. 
Damn'd deed | gape hell, infernal furies, = | 
And, ripe for ruin, ſeize your 1. nie 


v 1 * * 


--Behold her now, ablorb'd in 3 1 
Grams load the air, and tears, faſt ſtreaming, flow; 


She ſhrieks amain with plaintive, piteous cries-z- 
Then, drooping, ſinks her head---ſhe faints! ſhe dies! 
Had it pleas'd heay'n that here had ceas'd her pain 
But ah! ſhe breathes—ſhe looks---ſhe lives again. 
Griet's blighting hand now touch'd her n 
breaſt; 
Each fading grace thin raviſher confels d. 
Her eyes no more their radiance ; ſweet, diſplays 
Her roſes die, and all her charms decay. 
Vanquiſh'd by woe, to languiſhment a prey, - 
Dethroned reaſon yields its ſov'reign ſway, 
Fell phrenzy's bands uſurp their madd'ning reigns 
She raves: ſhe Weeps : ſmiles: "0 and weeps 
again. a 
Lo! the diſtracted Trifler' 8 be ret blo ff 
With flowers fantaſtical the decks her hair. 
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Anon ſhe tears them from her beauteous head : © 

« Tell me not ſo; *tis falſe ; Lothario's dead!“ 

She wreathes a flowery crown of various hue : 

© Thus to adorn my lov'd Lothario's brow. 

4 Condu® him, Angels! to my eyes impart 

* His form; I'll crown him ſov'reign----0h ! my 
heart. | | 

«© My nuptial robes! he will appear anon, 

<< PH dreſe me gay”---then heav'd a piteous groan. 

„He comes! he comes! with flowers beſtrew the 
way; 

e This is Lothario's=—Stella's nuptial 3 

« Welcome !---Pll lead thee to the bridal bed z 

c Alas! thy hand is cold---dead, dead, dead, dead 

ce Take him, ah! take him to his clay cold grave; 

« Tear him, ye furies !---angels, angels, ſave 

Bring, bring him back —oh, once more bleſs my 
eyes ; 

She ſhricks : ſhe falls: the faints : ſhe ſighs : hd 
dies! 

View this ye Libertine nee view F 

Reflect, reform, and virtue's paths purſue. 

Why, gracious heav'n ! plunge virtue in deſpair ? - 

In woes too great for human ſtrength to bear ? 


155 


But 
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But all is © right? omniſcient pow'r deems meet 
Earth's bitter woes ſhall make heav'n's bliſs more 


ſweet. 


Stella no more, through various ſcenes 1 fy, 
And light at laſt in the King's Treaſury: 
Immur'd amidſt my kindred here await, 

The future mandate of all-ruling fate. 


My mates, in thronging thouſands wing their flights, 


To penfion'd lords, and pamper'd paraſites. 
Commiſſion'd millions daily take their rout, 
To feed diſeaſe dogs, doxies, and the gout : 
To purchaſe venal votes are forc'd to fly, 
And in baſe Brib*ty's loathed ſervice die. 
All this I faw---and more; but why relate 
What all eyes ſee? the flimly tricks of ſtate, 


Again I move: am ſent, by fate's commands, 
To Boſton's ſhores to pay the Britiſh bands. 
Pent in the pacquet, midſt a ſhining train, 

I quickly fly acroſs th* Atlantic main. 


Queen of the Weſt ! late opulent and great, 
How chang'd, O Boſton ! from thy priſtine ſtate ! 


To 


9 


© 
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No more the ſleets of commerce croud ny ſhore 3 ; 

The ſons of traffic croud thy ſtreets no more. 

War's bulwarks float terrific on thy coaſts ; 

Thy ſtreets are throng'd with war-beplumed hoſts. 

No more bright plough-ſhares in thy ſoil appear ; : 

| Chang'd now to deadly implements of „ 

Thy plain no more with crops luxuriant waves; 7 

Its ſurface broke for its poſſeſſors graves. 

Of rural ſongs no more is heard the ſound; 

War's dreadful din, loud thundering , roars wm 

No more bright proſpects charm the w. and 

ſwains; 

Bellona's viſage blackens all thy 8 

Fair order ſicken'd at the ſight and fled, _ 

And rude confufion rear'd its hydra head, E | 
Say, mule, whence ſprings theſe ſcenes of weighty | 

woe ? 

From what eber SIGIR flow 2” 

AmBiTION ! Is it thee, with thy fell band, 

Spread'ſt deſolation o'er Boſtonia's land? e 

At thy proud nod muſt Britain's treaſures. fly, - 

To purchaſe woes, and laſting infamy ? 

And mult brave Britiſh blood in rivers flow, 


To glut thy ray* nous, execrable maw ? 
Gloſs 
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Gloſs o'er. Taxation with what terms you will, | 
It muſt be Tyranny Taxation ſtill, „ 
But ſtop, my muſe ! forego thy generous flame dur 
Unſafe the taſł theſe virtuous truths to name. 

Mourn, taen, in ſilent, ſympathetic ſtrains, 

O'er wretched Boſton, and its ravag'd plains. 

Rouſe ! Patriots, rouſe | ——— 

Stand forth and boldly aid Britannia's cauſe, 

Staunch all her wounds, and wipe off all her woes. 
Thou, god-like "Richmond? tis to thee the muſe 

Looks up ; thy bleeding country's cauſe eſpouſe, 

Arm'd in the mail of upright truth appear, On 

And ſtem corruption in its mad carreer, 

Stedfaſt in virtue, and in council great, 

Shield, fave the nation from impending fate. 


Chance caſt the dye: to youthful Edward's ſhare 
Decreed, I mingle with the ſons of war. 
Whilit yet he breath'd the air of Albion's ſkies, 
The beauteous Anna met his wond'ring eyes. 
He ſaw; : and ſighing, beauty's force confelſs'd 
The ſoft intruder rag'd within his breaſt. 
With manly eloquence he woo'd the maid ; 
Nor woo'd in vain : ſhe love for love repaid. 


T 3 Now 


N ow Hymen s torch its pureſt flame imparts; 

The prieſt their hands, and heav'n unites their hearts. 
When duty call'd acroſs the raging main, * 

The faithful Anna join'd the martial train. 

Nor raging ſeas, nor dreadful war's alarms, 

Could ſtay fair Anna from her Edward's arms. 

Here firſt I view'd her on Boſtonia's ſtrand, 

When chance confign'd me to her ſoldier's hand. | 


War's ſhocking ſcene now ſpreads wide o'er the 
plain, 3 | 
Painted with blood, and pil'd with heaps of lain. 
The maffy bombs obliquely mount on high, 
And roll tremendous down the adverſe ſky. 
Their weights enormous ſhake the ſolid ground, 
And, burſting, dart their dire deſtructions round. 
Oft times they break, whilſt yet in air they glow, 
And ſhower down ſplinter'd deaths on all below. 
The hoarſe mouth'd ordnance thunder from afar, 
And drums and trumpets join the clang of war. 
Each coming breeze conveys the wounded's groans, 
The Widow's wailings, and the mother's moans: 
The hoary headed father's feeble cry, 
And the betrothed virgin's heart-heav'd figh. 
. Theſe 
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Theſe mourn a huſband, lover, ſon, no more | 
Now lifeleſs ſtretch d, and ſtiff ning in their gore. 


Whilſt thouſands meet of death the leaden doom, 
Safety's kind genius ſat on Edward's plume : 

With guarding hand wav'd off each deadly ball 
Unwounded Edward ſtands whilſt thouſands fall. 
But ah! yon ſun that ſtreaks the Eaſt with red, 
Muſt view him breathleſs, number'd with the dead. 
His ſoul, preſaging, feels ynwonted weight, 
And inward whiſpers his approaching fate. | 
He droop'd ; but 'twas not for himſelf he mourn'd; 
A nobler paſſion in his boſom burn'd ; | 
He wept his Anna, and her infant charge, 

When left to want, and the wide world at large. 


Drums beat to arms : no longer muſt he ſtay; | 
Edward muſt join the dangers of the day. | | 
His looks firm, manly tenderneſs expreſs d; 

The huſband, father, ſoldier, ſhone confeſt ; 

| He ſooth'd his Anna, and his babes careſs'd : 

Now bids the laſt farewell with falt'ring tongue, 
Then ruſh'd to mingle with the martial throng. 
Protect him heav'n! (the trembling Anna cry d) 
« Yeleaden miniſters of death fly wide! 


c“ Shield, 
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« Shicld, ſhield, my Edward! to my arms reſtore 
Grant this kind heav'n! and Anna aſks no mote.” 


The Britiſh troops match out to martial ſounds, 
To force the foe from Bunker's hilly grounds. | 


And now the whizzing bullets pour amain, 


And many a gallant youth drops on the plain. 
From brazen lungs the eannon loudly roar 3 
Their lengthen'd rumblings roll along the ſhore. 
Dark, pitchy ſmoaks obfeure the face of day, ; 
And death grins ghaſtly o'er his bleeding prey. 
Look back, and lo! black curling columns rife, 
And now fair Charles-Town illumes the ſkies. 
The conflagration rapid ſpreads around, 
And maſſy piles cruſh dreadful to the ground, 
The piteous ſhricks of females pierce the air: 
Frantic through fear, and ſcreaming in deſpair. 


To Britain's troops the victory's decreed; 
{f it be victory when brethren bleed. 
Briſk gales now drive th* obſcuring douds away, | 
And ſew the carnag'd horrors of the day. 


14 when a midnight ſtorm invades the e 


And winged winds, and forked light'vings fly; 
Sn nd | With 
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With ruthleſs rage the tempeſt roars around, 
And lofty oaks are levelb d with che ground. 

Its force reſiſtleſs ſweeps from pole to pole; 

The ſolid centre ſhakes : towns, towers, and tem- 
At morn the . ſtruck with dread amaze, 
The hideous havock of the night ſurveys: 

With hands up-lifted penſive treads the green, 
And weeps in anguiſh o'er the mournful ſcene. 


Or as when rivers ſwell'd with ſudden rains, - 
Burſt o'er their banks, and foam along the plains. 
The brown dy d deluge, ſpreading far and wide, 
Sweeps corn and cattle down th* impetuous tide. . 
The flood now rolls within its bank-girt bounds; 
The peaſant views his re- appearing grounds. 

With anxious eye he ſtalks along the ſhore, 
In hopes (perchance) to find his ravag'd ſtore. 

80 now promiſcuous numbers crowd the plain, | 
To aid the wounded, or to weep the ſlain. 
Nor Anna laſt ; fear ſhook her tender frame; 

To feck her Edward, Anna trembling came. | 
Nor was, alas! her virtuous ſearch in vain; 

ho found him breathleſs: on the purple plain. 

— Awhile 


Silent, and as a ſtatue motionleſs. 


On her wan viſage ſat deſponding woe; 


Her pulſe forgot to beat, her blood to low. _ 

The pearly griefs guſh'd from her eyes at. laſt, 

She wrung her hands, and ſmote her amm | 
; breaſt ; 

Then ſunk on Edward's corſe with piteous ſhricks ; 

She wip'd away the blood, and kiſs d his clay-cold 

cheeks. Wl 

« My babes! my innocents, approach,” ſhe cry'd, 

t Kneel, kneel you down by your dead father's ſide. 

& Kiſs his cold lips, and take your laſt adieu; 

I widow'd, and without a father you!” 


She roſe, and ſorrowing, ſought the wave-waſh'd 
ſhore ; | 
(1, poor aſliſtant ! all her earthly ſtore.) 
There drooping fat, nor ceas*d her doletul moan ; 
The hollow rocks reverbrate groan for groan. 


A generous captain view'd the weeping fair, 
And, pitying, aſks, © whence flows thy deep deſpair?” | 
In broken accents ſhe her tale expreſs'd ; 
Then, © Oh: let tender pity touch thy breaſt ; 

* Me, 


« Me, and my griefs to Britain's ſhores convey, 
| « And heaven (I cannot) will the deed repay.” 
He took the ſuppliant mourner by the hand, 
And aids her ſteps along the ſhelvy ſtrand: 
Safely convey'd her to the bark, that ſtood 
Deſtin'd for Britain on the heaving flood. 


2. 


Cleaving the waves the ſtately veſſel ſteers z 
The land now leſſens: now quite diſappears. _ 
The heav'ns propitious leut their Weſtern gales, 
And welcome breezes fill'd their bellying ſails. 


Now Cornwall's white-rob'd cliffs far-diſtant riſe, 


And meet the mariners' exploring eyes. 
And now the bark rides ſafe in Plymouth ſound, - 
And with loud thunders greets the Britiſh ground. 


Plymouth's kind ſons the needy ſtranger ey'd, 
And Anna's wants with bounteous hand ſupply d. 


% 
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And now her native Cumbria's plains ſhe ſought, 
With weary'd ſteps, and retroſpective thought. 
Toilſome the journey; many a mile ſhe trod 3 
Bur her ſweet babes beguile the tedious road; 
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They lifping prate, and innocently ſmile; 


She gaz d with tranſport, and forgot her toil. 7 


Now the bleak blaſts of Cumbria's cooler air, 
Demand freſh cloathing for her infant- care. 
Mx, the laſt ſhilling of her earthly hoard, ___ 
She paid, and left me on the mercer's board. 
Hence to thy hand I came in courſe of trade, 
When for that Remnant, which thou darn*ſt, thou 
A broad crown-piece upon the board thou threw, 
And took Mz up; a ſhilling was thy due. 


Thus have I penn'd obedient to thy will, 


My late Adventures with the grey-gooſe quill, 


And now a boon I aſk; nor thou refuſe ;. 


*Tis all thy vaſlal for his ſervice ſues. 


As when the mariner by tempeſts toſt, 
On raging ſeas, ſighs for ſome calmer coaſt. 
When winds and billows roar, and burſt around, 
He pants once more to view his native ground, | 
There, ſafe arriv'd, he treads the peaceful plain, 
And ne*cr more dares the dangers of the main. 
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So grant me (now my toils and troubles paſt) 
The joys of ſweet ſerenity to taſte : 
To ſteal from life, in this ſequeſter'd lawn, 
Blameleſs, uncenſur'd, and almoſt unknown. 
With thee down WE Is a's winding banks I'll ſtray, 
And view thee coax the gold-beſpeckled prey; 
But. ne'er let cards, cock- fighting, or the dice, 
Thy faithful follower from thy fide entice. 
Nay, ſhould keen thirſt o'er. thy parch'd throat; 
| prevail, 


Oh! ne'er inter Ms in a mug of ale! 
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